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One 
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Nikki was pissed when he found out the only teacher he had that he liked was pregnant. That meant she would 
be taking maternity leave. 


She was the only teacher he liked because she had patience. While his other professors ignored him and 
thought he was just a rebellious imbecile senior, she understood his frustrations with the curriculum and 


worked to help him raise his grades. 


Now she was gone, and fourth period math would become hell all over again. They would be getting a 


"replacement teacher". He apparently wasn't much older than Nikki and his fellow students, maybe a year - he 


had skipped grades in early school. He was a student from a local college, who was filling in for teaching 
experience so he could get his degree and become a real teacher later on. Nikki heard someone say his name 


was Mr. Lee, but wasn't sure. 


What Nikki didn't expect to see when he walked into math was the beauty that was seated at the teacher's 


desk, soft chocolatey eyes flicking up ever so often to examine his new class. 


His long and curly raven-colored locks tumbled down and caressed his shoulders and the collar of his baby- 

blue polo shirt, which was neatly tucked into his tight-fitting black dress pants. He looked professional, minus 
the black Converse that peeked from underneath the slightly-too-long pants. His soft eyes were accented by 
sharp black eyeliner, but one eye was nearly always covered by part of his bangs that continuously flopped 

down, no matter how many times he brushed them to the side with those long and nimble fingers that Nikki 
just couldn't stop staring at. 


The name "Mr. Tommy Lee" was written on the blackboard in the prettiest chalk handwriting Nikki had ever 


seen. It was graceful and swirly and made him feel at-ease. 


Nikki dropped his bag and his binders at his desk, thankful that he had a spot in the front row for the first 
time. ever. He couldn't figure out why, but he wanted to be closer to the man. He felt drawn to him. His heart 
nearly leapt out of his chest as the final bell rang, eyes directing to Mr. Lee, who now stood from the desk. 
Nikki was astonished at his height. He was built but extremely skinny, which just made his hair seem all the 


larger. 


Nikki bit his lip when he heard the new teacher's low voice boom throughout the scuffling silence of the 


classroom. 


"Hello, class! My name is Mr. Lee, unless you want to call me Tommy - but that may be strange, unless we're 
friends. |. oh, boy. I'm sorry. I'm quite new at this," Mr. Lee trailed off nervously, scratching at the back of his 
neck. If it were any other substitute, Nikki would've been shooting spitballs by now, but he actually felt sorry 
for the guy. 


"Let me start again My name is Mr. Lee, and I'll be filling in for Mrs. Sullivan while she's out! I'm sure we're all 
very excited for her baby." Mr. Lee murmured as he fingered through some papers in his hand, picking out a 
few and passing them to the people in the front of the rows as he went across the room. They passed the 
papers back to the other students. 


Nikki was the last one, heading the final row. He could barely bring himself to tear his eyes off the taller man 
to pass back the pile. 


Mr. Lee continued to happily chat as he handed out the "Get To Know You!" papers, blabbing about Mrs. 
Sullivan's baby and his college and such. Nikki simply watched his pretty lips move. Was he wearing.. lipstick? 


"If you flip to the back of your paper, you'll see that | filled out the same information so you guys could get 


to know me, too. | like to think l'm a pretty cool guy." The man laughed good-heartedly, a sound Nikki knew he'd 
want to get used to. He found himself mesmerized by the way Mr. Lee's black-painted fingernails grazed the 
papers in his hand. 


Nikki only averted his attention downwards at the paper after Mr. Lee had retreated back to his desk, jotting 
down some things in pen. Nikki flipped the paper and read about his new teacher before writing things about 
himself. 


‘Name: Tommy Lee (Bass, but | don't use my last name) 

Age: 2l 

Favorite subject: | guess | have to put math here. ;) 

Interests: Rock n roll! Its always been a dream of mine to be a drummer in a band, but | don't think it would 


ever work out anyway so: 
Nikki paused at that, smiling dumbly to himself. Mr. Lee liked rock ‘n roll? 
Suddenly he was beautiful AND cool. 


lm gonna do attendance now, if you guys don't mind!" Mr. Lee called, stating this as if he had a choice 
whether to do it or not. He began to call names. 


The senior flipped the paper over and filled out the boxes, telling his new teacher about his bass-playing and 
his photography interests. And of course, he mentioned rock 'n roll 


"Feranna Jr, Frank?" 

Nikki groaned and raised his hand Mr. Lee noticed this. 

The new teacher finished the attendance and asked a blonde boy, Nikki's friend named Vince, to take it to the 
office. Mr. Lee trotted over to Nikki and squatted beside his desk after handing the sheet to Vince, resting his 


chin next to Nikki's binder. 


"Hey," he murmured softly, eyes kind and understanding. "| heard that groan before. ls there something else 
you wanna be called? You don't seem like a. Frank." 


Nikki was astonished. Mr. Lee actually cared what he wanted to be called? Maybe this wouldn't be so bad after 


all. 


"My name is Nikki Sixx." The student replied softly, pointing to it on his paper. Mr. Lee nodded, grinning widely at 
Nikki. 


Nikki decided just then that he loved Mr. Lee's smile more than anything else in the world. 


When the bell rang to signify the end of the period, Nikki was actually disappointed. For the rest of the day, 
Mr. Lee was the only thing on his mind The only thing that made Nikki feel slightly less dirty was the fact 
that the man was 2l, for fuck's sake. Nikki was 18, I9 in a month, graduating this year. It was perfectly okay 
for Nikki to have thoughts about him - right? 


Two 
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The rest of the day came and went. Nikki had a study hall final period every other day, a class he usually 
skipped because he didn't do anything there, anyway. On the opposite days he had a double period of science. 
Normally Mrs. Sullivan was the person who supervised the class while they did work or whatever it may be, 


but now she was gone. 
Nikki was curious if Mr. Lee would be taking over that position as well. 


Sure enough, when he trotted into eighth period, his new teacher was seated at the desk, bent over a fat book. 
Nikki wasn't sure if he was paying attention at all, but he'd rather have Mr. Lee read his book than glance up 
and see the blush on Nikki's face that had arisen just from laying eyes on the teacher. 


It made him feel so dirty and wrong. 
But that almost made it more fun. 


Nikki would never make a move - maybe after he graduated, if he could make contact again with Mr. Lee. He'd 
have to become friends with him now, at the very least. And what part of Mr. Lee made him think he was 
anything but straight? The eyeliner, nail polish - perfectly curled locks? He was simply too perfect for Nikki. 
Even if he wasn't his student, he was beyond lower than Mr. Lee's league. 


He would have to get out of the habit of calling him Mr. Lee. Tommy was a much more fitting name, anyway. 
Mr. Lee was too professional for the most-likely goofball seated at the teacher's desk now. 


The study hall class was relatively small, maybe ten kids, and half of them didn't usually show up anyway. 
Today it was just Nikki, an annoying sophomore redhead named Axl, and a blonde girl who ignored them both. 
This was Nikki's chance. 


Grasping onto his nerves and his shared love for rock 'n roll with the teacher, he dropped his stuff at the 


table directly next to the desk and plopped down in the seat, flashing a smile to Mr. Lee, who glanced up at the 


sudden noise and grinned. 
"Hey, Nikki." 


Nikki's heart warmed as he realized Mr. Lee had remembered his preferred name. 


"Hi, Mr. Lee." Nikki began, trying to sound confident, but his voice nearly cracked. 


Please, call me Tommy. l'm like, a year or two older than you. | don't even know how | was chosen for this, l'm 
so new into my college." Newly named Tommy chuckled, sliding a bookmark into his literature and closing it. Nikki 


had his full attention He felt special. 


"I saw that you like rock on your paper, too." Tommy nearly giggled, clasping his hands in his lap. Nikki thought 


it was adorable and found him leaning on his hand, a dumb smile working its way onto his lips. 


"My favorite band is Kiss, what about you?" Nikki smiled, eyes glinting with something Tommy just couldn't 


read. 


Nikki was something new to Tommy. With his tight, ripped jeans and worn combat boots, matched with a dark 
t-shirt and leather jacket, he was a regular bad boy on the outside. His hair was easily larger than Tommy's, 
huge and jet-black It covered his eyes in parts, even with the bandana to hold it up a bit. Intelligent emerald 
eyes were outlined in eyeliner beneath the fluff ball called his head. Tommy loved his eyes ever since he'd first 
seen them earlier in the day. He felt an attraction, a pull, towards Nikki - it made him sick to his stomach to 
think that he may be starting to like Nikki. He was his student, even if they were only a year or so apart - it 
was wrong. But he pulled himself together and never let the grin slide. He never wanted to let Nikki think he 


wasn't interested in talking to him, just because he was too stuck in his head. 


"I love Kiss! They're my favorite, tool I've loved them since | picked up Alive! in the record shop." Tommy 
grinned, drumming his fingers on the desk. Nikki noticed he was always doing something with his fingers. 


"Yeah. | started playing bass because of Gene Simmons." Nikki murmured softly, letting his bangs tumble into 
his eyes. Tommy frowned, although Nikki couldn't see this. Tommy couldn't view Nikki's beautiful eyes anymore. 


"Anyway, you're a nice, attractive guy. You've got a girlfriend, don't cha?" Tommy changed the subject, sensing 


that Nikki wanted to drop it, although he couldn't tell why. 


Girlfriend? Hal" Nikki laughed, lowering his voice before speaking again. "I'm gay as hell, dude. Hope that doesn't 
make you uncomfortable." 


Tommy's eyebrows shot to the roof, before nodding quickly. 


"No, no. I'm gay, too. That's cool." Tommy laughed softly, tossing his hair over his shoulder. Nikki wanted to run 
his fingers through it. 


"Your hair is really pretty." Nikki murmured, slapping his hand over his mouth and catching himself before he 
said anything else that sounded strange. Tommy definitely giggled this time, twirling some of it around his 


finger in a playful manner. 


Nikki cleared his throat, pretending that he had been scratching his nose, not shutting himself up. 


"Anyway, would you wanna hang out sometime after school? As friends, not. student and teacher. heh." The 
younger of the two laughed awkwardly, their situation pressing harshly into their backs as they were reminded 
that they were indeed student and teacher. 


Tommy never had agreed to something faster in his life. 


"What about meeting at the pizzeria down the road from here Friday - tomorrow - around four? We could hit 
the movie theatre after that, there's that new horror movie that just came out that seemed cool. If you're 
into that kinda thing." Tommy suggested, waggling his eyebrows. By the nearly maniacal grin spreading across 


Nikki's lips, Tommy knew he had hit a good spot. 
"Hell. Yes. I'm so down. You are easily the coolest dude in this whole damn school - I'm so glad you got chosen 
to fill in for Mrs. Sullivan" Nikki laughed softly, eyes softening as he cocked his head a tad to the left. It made 


Tommy smile involuntarily. 


"Honestly, me too. | thought this would be a drag, being away from my college friends for months - but | think 


I've just found someone better than all them combined." 

Nikki blushed, even though it was nowhere near something he should blush at. 

"Thanks, man." He giggled, playing with his hair a bit nervously. Tommy leaned back in the rolling chair, smirking. 
"Anytime, babe. Now - | was wondering-" 


"Babe?" Nikki echoed, jaw dropping just a bit. He realized he has cut Tommy off and bit his lip, staring down at 
the desk, ashamed. Tommy frowned at the younger boy. 


"I call all my friends ‘babe’. ls that. alright?" Tommy lied through his teeth, wishing he was more free to flirt 
with Nikki but the situation just wouldn't allow it. He'd explain it away tomorrow. 


"Y-yeah, hah." Nikki murmured, mood suddenly deflated. He checked his watch, seeing that school would be 


dismissing in two minutes. 


"H-hey, I'll talk to you Tomorrow, yeah? I'm really grateful that | met you." Tommy murmured, standing up 
when Nikki did to shoulder his bag. The student nodded, smiling shyly at his new friend. Tommy's hand grazed 
Nikki's arm before pulling away and sitting back down in his chair. With a final smile the bell rang, and Nikki 


exited the room with a new purpose. 


Three 
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Fourth period math was a new kind of hell. 


Nikki plopped down at his desk right on time, just to see his new friend strut into the room, pile of papers in 
hand. He flopped them on the desk, hair blowing lightly over his shoulder, a light breeze flowing in from the 
open windows. Nikki thought he looked beautiful. 


Tommy - ahem, Mr. Lee - was dressed in black pants and a plaid button-up. Nikki could see the beginnings of 
the Aerosmith logo popping up from the shirt underneath it. It made him smile. 


Tommy flashed him a bright smile before activating teacher-mode and taking charge of the class, passing out 
the work for the period and what would be tonight's homework Nikki groaned as he realized he was struggling 
on this topic, and Mrs. Sullivan wasn't there to help him through it like usual. Math was never his strong suit, 
and now it felt like he was going to fail just before he graduated. 


He considered staying after for extra help - and then remembered his date-that-wasn't-a-date with Tommy 
later. Fuck. 


He struggled through the sheet and did two problems in about fifteen minutes, while most of the other 
students were already almost done. Mr. Lee was trotting down each row, making sure everyone was doing okay. 


He made his way up the last column, pausing and frowning when he saw Nikki's mostly blank paper. 


"Hey man, you alright?" He crouched down beside Nikki's desk, chin resting next to his binder just like the 
previous day. Nikki shrugged. 


"I suck real bad at math. Normally Mrs. Sullivan shows me other ways to understand it, but now she's gone. | 


just don't know how do to any of this." He sighed, exasperated. "I don't want to stay after and ruin the." 

"You can stay after, we've got plenty of time." Mr. Lee murmured, making sure not to mention the setup after 
school. Although it was completely innocent, it still didn't feel right when he was teaching. "Let me help you 
through this worksheet, we can do the homework together after school. You don't have study hall today?" 
Nikki shook his head, sighing again. 


‘lm sorry you have to walk me through all this shit | should already know." 


"Watch your language, young man," Mr. Lee teased, smirking softly. "H's my job to help you, as your teacher 
and your friend. | want you to do your best, especially in your last year of high school” 


Nikki smiled graciously, pink tinting his cheeks. Mr. Lee gently walked him through the steps two different ways 


until he understood it, actually understood it - not just, ‘Yeah, sure, go away because you aren't helping. 


The older of the two gently ruffled Nikki's hair before abandoning him for his own desk, leaving Nikki isolated 
and far from his one source of happiness. He forced himself to finish the worksheet, though, and beamed with 
pride when the bell rang and he had finished the entire thing, almost all of it on his own. Maybe not having 


Mrs. Sullivan around for a while wouldn't be so bad after all. 


Nikki bullshitted through the rest of his classes, not daring to skip anymore in case Tommy found out. The last 
thing he wanted was to disappoint his ‘favorite teacher’. 


After the final bell rang, Nikki gathered his things from his science class and trotted back upstairs to his 


math room, where Tommy was waiting with a huge grin on his face. 


"Heya, Nik! C'mon in, we'll get this done in no time." He spoke cheerfully, beckoning for Nikki to join him. Tommy 
shut the door behind them, dragging a chair over to his desk for Nikki. 


Taking his seat, Nikki took out the homework assigned earlier. Tommy smiled encouragingly, leaning forward on 


his hands and watching intently. 


"I know you can do this because you did fantastic earlier today. I'm so proud of your progress, y'know. You're a 
great learner," Tommy praised his friend, the smile never leaving his lips. He loved the blush that rose to 


Nikki's face when he complimented him, loved the sparkle of confidence in his emerald eyes. "Go on, try it out." 


"Thank you, Tommy. That means so much to me." Nikki trailed off, smiling dumbly down at the paper. He picked 
up his pencil and worked through the first question in a matter of seconds. Tommy grinned wider, reaching 
down and squeezing Nikki's hand. 


"Perfect! See, | knew you could do it. Now, finish these up and we can get going. Well, uh - you might wanna 
drop your stuff off at home - oh, y'know what. Just go with the original plan, I'll meet you at the pizzeria at 
four." Tommy laughed, shaking his head. Nikki chuckled, loving the boundless energy that Tommy seemed to 
have. 


As Nikki solved the questions, he finally worked up the nerve to ask Tommy what had been on his mind all day. 


"So, you said you were gay. Do you have a boyfriend?" Nikki asked, trying to make it sound as nonchalant as 


possible. Tommy nearly snickered out loud, knowing exactly what was on Nikki's mind but pretending not to. 


"I don't - although | do have someone in mind that | might chase after." Tommy murmured, playing with a 


piece of peeling nail polish on his ring finger. He practically felt Nikki's heart hit the ground. Oh, the poor thing. 
He'd forgotten how fragile he seemed to be. 


"Tell me about this guy you might. ‘chase after." Nikki nearly sighed, as if he was forcing himself to act like 
he cared. Of course Tommy had someone he liked. Probably someone from his college, who was taller and 
handsomer and stronger and overall better. 

Meanwhile, Tommy couldn't believe how obvious Nikki was being. 

"Well, he's a bit shorter and about two years younger than me, but that's okay. | like being ‘in charge’ in a 
relationship if you know what | mean," Tommy chortled, leaning back in the chair and studying how Nikki 
pretended to focus so hard on his math work instead of Tommy's reply. "He's cute - more like precious. He's 
got long black hair, and the most beautiful green eyes I've ever seen-" 

"He sounds great." Nikki drawled, not looking up. 

"Oh, he is. Me and him-" 

"Him and I." Nikki cut him off. Tommy rolled his eyes good-heartedly. 

‘'m a math teacher, not an English teacher," Tommy laughed before continuing, pointedly fixing his error. "Him 
and | have a lot in common, like our love for music and we have the same favorite band. And we both love 
horror films." 

"Hm, that sounds really good for you. | hope he likes you, too." 

"I think he does. Did | mention he plays bass?" 

Nikki paused, as if playing bass was the only thing he and this mystery man had in common. Starting to piece 
the puzzle together, he glanced up at Tommy, who was smirking down at him like he had just won the grand 
prize. 

"Tommy, are there security cameras in this room?" 

Tommy perked a questioning eyebrow, folding his arms over his chest. 

"Don't think so, no." 

In a flash, Nikki was out of his seat and in Tommy's lap, lips pressed together, softly at first, then rougher as 
their tongues molded together. Tommy's hands landed on Nikki's soft hips, playing with the waistband of his 


boxers that were sticking out above the edge of his jeans, even daring to run one hand up Nikki's shirt and 


squeeze his side. 


Nikki's fingers played with and tangled through Tommy's curls, finally getting a chance to touch them after 
thinking about them so many times. He felt a squeeze on his ass when one of Tommy's hands shifted, giggling 
softly into the deep kiss. Tommy broke it off with a gasp, grip still tight on Nikki's body. 


"You're a fucking amazing kisser, Sixx." 


"You remembered my last name." Nikki smiled softly, nuzzling into the crook of Tommy's neck. Tommy laughed 


softly. Nikki felt the vibrations. 

"How could | forget the name of the boy I'm falling for?" 

"God, fuck. | don't want to let you go." 

"You're gonna have to. Finish your homework, student." Tommy snickered, chest still heaving as he caught his 
breath after the kiss. Nikki loved feeling Tommy's body move against his own, placing a hand on his chest, 


feeling Tommy's heart thrumming against his rib cage. 


Nikki regretfully slipped off Tommy's lap, moving back around and sitting across from him. Tommy smirked, lips 
still tingling from the kiss. He leaned back in his chair and rested his feet on the desk. 


"Oh, and for the record - | don't call all my friends babe. That just slipped out earlier and | had to cover for it. 
I'm sorry if | made you feel like | wasn't interested." 


Nikki laughed a little to himself, feeling as if a weight was lifted from his shoulders. 
"Okay, babe," The bassist teased, pushing his paper forward. "I'm done. Wanna check it over or just go?" 


‘Of course I'm going to check it over." Tommy rolled his eyes, snagging the paper in his hand and the answer 


key that he had pulled out earlier. Nikki waited eagerly, loving when Tommy praised him. 


"Looks great, Nik. You've improved so much just today." Tommy grinned proudly, reaching over and squeezing 


Nikki's hand in the same way that made his heart skip a beat. 


"Thanks!" He laughed, taking the paper back when Tommy handed it to him and stuffing it in his bag. They both 
stood, making for the door. Tommy paused before exiting, grabbing Nikki by the collar of his shirt and pulling 
him in for one more chaste kiss before they once again became teacher and student. Nikki giggled, nipping at 
Tommy's bottom lip. Tommy snarled playfully, pulling away from the kiss and wrapping his arms around Nikki's 
waist. 


"Four at the pizzeria. | don't know what we were calling this before, but do you wanna call it a. date?" The 


elder of the two murmured softly in Nikki's ear, sending chills down the smaller boy's spine. 


"Yes please, professor." Nikki laughed darkly, hands landing on Tommy's firm chest. Tommy groaned softly to 


himself, wanting Nikki closer. 
"Let's go, Tomtom." Nikki giggled, pulling away from his embrace to shoulder his bag and open the door. 


“Tomtom? The fuck?" The taller boy laughed at the dumb nickname, scratching his head. He, too, grabbed his 
bag and made his way out. Nikki was holding the door open 


"Yeah. You gotta come up with a nickname for me, too." 

Tommy thought for a moment, rolling his eyes. 

"What about Nik-Nok?" 

Judging by Nikki's giggle, he liked it. So it stuck 

Tommy led the way down the stairs and out the lobby, chatting with Nikki about his classes. For people who 
didn't know better, they simply looked like a couple of high school friends, one dressed particularly nicer than 


the other. 


"Y'know, | love to make up nicknames for people. You could be Tomtom, or T-Bone, or." Nikki trailed off, an evil 


glare coming into his eyes. Tommy cocked an eyebrow, stepping off the sidewalk into the parking lot. 
"Tommy Salami?" 


"Oh fucking hell, no." Tommy laughed, shaking his head as he fished his keys out of his pocket. Nikki realized he 
had a car, duh. 


lll see you at the pizzeria. | walk." Nikki mumbled, saying an awkward goodbye. Tommy frowned as Nikki began 


to walk away. 


"Hey, hey, I'll give you a ride if you want!" He called, unlocking his car. Nikki turned back around, bright smile 


back in place on his face. 
"Thanks so much, Salami!" 


"Get in the fucking car." Tommy rolled his eyes, laughing as he opened the driver's side and hopped in. Nikki 
trotted back over, leaving his bag in the backseat and hopping in shotgun. 


"Where's your place?" Tommy murmured, pulling out of the parking lot and turning onto the street. 
Its 5 Sunset Boulevard, straight down this road until you take a left onto Honey Drive. It's just a little 


further, you'll see the signs." Nikki grinned, just glad to be spending even more time with Tommy. He checked 
his watch, seeing it was just about three. At least he wouldn't have to wait and anticipate leaving for a long 


time. 


"Would you want me to just pick you up instead at four? Your place isn't far from mine at all” Tommy 


offered, turning onto Honey. Nikki smiled shyly, their date turning more and more into a date by the minute. 


"That would be great, T-Bone." He leaned over, pressing his lips to Tommy's cheek for a moment before pulling 
away, face flushing. The older boy laughed softly, following the street signs and pulling onto Nikki's road. 


"Which house, baby?" 

"The little red one up ahead on the left." Nikki squeaked, blush so intense it may have matched the paint on his 
house. Tommy pulled up next to the driveway, holding the brakes as he pulled Nikki in for a soft kiss. Their lips 
moved softly together until Nikki pulled away with a giggle, resting his forehead against Tommy's. 

"I think I'm really falling for you, Tom." 

"I know I'm really falling for you, Nik” 


They stared into each other's eyes for a few seconds, studying their emotions. 


"ll be back here in an hour. Be ready. Also, it's all on me tonight” Tommy pulled away, flashing Nikki a soft 
smile. The younger boy bit his lip, opening the car door. 


"Thank you.” 


"Thank me later." Tommy winked, pinching Nikki's cheek before he hopped out of the car, grabbing his bag from 
the back and trotting to his house, not forgetting to turn and wave to Tommy. 


Four 
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After he was sure Nikki was safely inside, Tommy pulled out and drove the ten minutes to his apartment 
complex, leaving his car and trotting up a few flights of stairs to his flat. He unlocked it and closed the door 
behind him, walking into his bedroom and emptying his pockets onto the dresser. He stood in front of the 
mirror as he unbuttoned his shirt, removing the flannel and revealing his Aerosmith shirt. The college student 
sprayed some cologne under his arms before removing his shoes and dress pants. He slipped into some tight- 
fitting jeans, cuffed at the bottom. He left his Converse by the dresser, ready to grab later when he left to 
pick up Nikki. 


Nikki. 


Nikki was a new kind of problem, something Tommy had never expected to deal with. The last thing he had 
presumed to happen when he took this job was to fall for one of his students. It was wrong on so many levels, 
but he couldn't stop now - he didn't want to stop now. Besides, he wasn't really Nikki's teacher - he'd be gone 
after Mrs. Sullivan came back later in the year and then everything would go back to normal. He and Nikki 
would work around college and school hours and make a real relationship work. They could forget that at any 
point in time, Tommy had been Nikki's math teacher. 


Tommy was falling for Nikki in the worst way. Falling for the way his fingers grazed over his papers, falling for 
the way they wrapped around his pencil tightly when he was frustrated with something, falling for the way 
they felt in his own. Falling for the way his hair blew in the soft breeze of early November, for the way he 
twirled his dyed-black locks around his finger when he was nervous. Falling in love with his eyes, the beautiful 
shimmering emeralds he couldn't tear his own away from. Tommy wished he could be with Nikki in the morning. 
He wanted to see Nikki put his eyeliner on. The sharp lines represented how sharply Tommy's heart had hit the 
downhill. Most of all, Tommy was miserably falling for the way Nikki felt in his arms, how his hands fit 
perfectly into curve of Nikki's spine, how Nikki's soft belly felt pressed against his toned abs. The way Nikki's 
nose nuzzled into his neck earlier today; he could feel the smaller boy's smooth breath against his collarbones, 
dying to feel his beautiful lips pressed there instead. He was falling so damn hard. 


Tommy found himself bent over his dresser, face hidden in his hands as he thought of all the things he 
wanted to do with Nikki. Not just sexual activities, although of course they were in there - his heart was 


excited by new love and he hadn't been in a relationship in years. He desperately wanted this to work out. 


Nikki was in a similar situation, seated cross-legged on his bed with his chin resting in his hands. He had a 


dumb smile plastered to his face as he thought of Tommy. He had changed into a Led Zeppelin shirt but kept 
the torn jeans - he thought they made his ass look nice. And indeed they did. 


His mother had questioned him on who had dropped him off at home, leaving at it ‘Just a friend’, and going 
upstairs. He didn't mention that he'd be going out again later, as she would probably try and make him stay 


home. He'd leave a note for her when Tommy arrived. 


Speaking of Tommy, Nikki couldn't get his mind off the man. There was something about his presence that 
made Nikki feel safe, secure - loved. It was the spark he had felt when he first laid eyes on Tommy coming 
back to bite him. Nikki had been in relationships before, none of them had ever lasted - the longest being two 


weeks. Nikki had never been in love before. 

But now he was starting to think he was. 

Unsure as he was, he put his complete faith in Tommy - the guy had done absolutely nothing wrong so far, 
and had charmed him off his feet. He was driving Nikki crazy. The way Tommy's lips felt against his own made 
him desperate for more, wanted to feel them elsewhere, wanted to feel everything and anything Tommy would 
give him. The way his callused fingers felt on Nikki's warm skin. he wanted to feel them everywhere. He wanted 


to feel them more. He wanted to feel Tommy's tight grip on his thighs, wanted Tommy to spread him and 
maneuver him as he pleased. Wanted Tommy to take him, to claim him. 


Maybe Nikki was a horny teenager, maybe not. Take a wild guess. 
The time was flying by and before Tommy knew it, it was 3:50. He slipped his feet into his shoes and tied them 
quickly, shoving his keys and his wallet into his pockets and making the trip back down to his car. He drove the 


quick way to Nikki's home, pausing outside his little red house. 


In a matter of seconds, Nikki was out the door, bolting to Tommy's car like he had a pack of wild dogs on his 
tail. 


"Hey, baby! | missed youl" Nikki grinned cheerfully, hopping in. 


"Welcome back It's been a whole hour since you last saw me." Tommy chuckled, leaning over and sharing a soft 


kiss with Nikki. The younger boy smiled down at his lap as they pulled out, playing with his hands. 
"Excited?" 


"Of course!" Nikki grinned up at Tommy, brushing his bangs out of his sight. Tommy glanced over at Nikki for a 


moment before focusing back on the road. 
"You look beautiful.” 


| changed my shirt and fucked up my hair because of it," Nikki snickered, reaching out and twirling some of 


Tommy's hair around his finger. "You, however, are the one who's really beautiful." 


"You're always beautiful, Nik!" Tommy gasped in mock offense, rolling his eyes. "No matter what you're wearing 


or how done or not done your hair is, you're always beautiful to me." 


"You're such a romantic," Nikki teased, glancing out the window. "Besides, being beautiful is overrated. The more 


you try to be beautiful, the more you spur on the life of this society of standards that runs all of our lives." 


"You should become a poet. A punk poet." Tommy laughed softly, ruffling Nikki's hair as they paused at a red 
light. Nikki stuck his tongue out, growling playfully. 


Tommy pulled into the pizzeria, parking and hopping out of the car. He slipped over to Nikki's side before he 
could get out, opening the door for him like a gentleman. Nikki smiled softly, unsure of whether to grab 
Tommy's hand or not. He decided against it, remembering that someone else could be here that knew them 
both - it would be strange enough to explain why he and his math sub were going for pizza, even more so if 


they seemed to be in a relationship. 


Speaking of relationships, Nikki didn't know what to call them. He wanted to ask Tommy, because obviously they 
both liked each other but they weren't labeling it yet. Nikki wondered if he could go over to Tommy's after the 
movie so they could talk about it. 


Tommy's hand on his lower back guiding him forward through the door yanked him out of his thoughts. Nikki 
glanced up to Tommy with a sweet smile as they walked to a table. It wasn't a proper restaurant, with seating 
- it was more like a café of sorts. After claiming a table, Tommy led the way up to the counter where they 


picked out the fresh slices they would get and drinks. Tommy paid and they grabbed their food. 
They sat back down at their table with matching Pepsis and cheese pizza slices. 


"This is really nice, Tommy. Thank you." Nikki murmured, taking another bite of his pizza. Tommy smiled 
without teeth, swallowing. 


"Is no problem, babe." Tommy spoke softly, voice drumming deep in his throat. Something about it made Nikki 
blush. 


They finished their pizza, leaving a tip at the table for the restaurant and walking out. Nikki couldn't stop 
himself from grabbing hold of Tommy's hand and swinging it between them this time. Tommy smiled softly, 
loving all of Nikki's adorable little actions. 


"So, about that movie." Nikki smirked as they hopped into the car. 
‘Its already five-thirty. Would you maybe wanna just go back to my place and watch a movie there? You 


could stay over if you'd like. or | could drive you home after. Whatever you want." Tommy finished a bit 
awkwardly, scratching the back of his neck before starting the car. Nikki smirked slyly, hand squeezing 


Tommy's knee gently. Without thinking about his family, Nikki replied. 
"Fuck yeah, that sounds great. Lets go back to your place." 


With a knowing grin, Tommy pulled out of the parking lot. 


Five 
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Nikki managed to get out of the car before Tommy could get the door for him this time, following the older 
man up the steps to his apartment. Nikki walked in first, eyes trailing around the artfully decorated walls. 


"| never knew how into art you were." Nikki laughed softly, feeling Tommy's hands slip around his belly and pull 

him close as he gazed at the walls. Tommy was flush against Nikki's back now, leaning down as his lips caressed 
the smaller boy's ear and neck. Nikki sighed softly, holding back a moan. He didn't want to go all the way - yet. 

Tommy had still promised him a movie, and a movie meant cuddle time and lots of kisses. Nikki wanted to be 


held. 


"They were cheap at a garage sale" Tommy laughed quietly, lips still close to Nikki's ear. The shorter boy 
nodded. 


"What kinda movie do you wanna watch?" Nikki asked softly, changing the dying subject, leaning back into 
Tommy's grasp. 


“Anything you like, sweetheart. It's up to you. Wanna see my tapes and pick?" 


Nikki nodded again, allowing Tommy to steer them into his small living room. An old, soft couch and a small 


television. Nikki wandered over to the cabinet Tommy pointed to, kneeling down to flip through his tapes. 
"Do you want popcorn? I'll make some." Tommy offered, a yawn escaping his lips. 


"That would be wonderful, baby." Nikki smiled sweetly. With that, Tommy trotted off to toss a bag in the 


microwave. 


Nikki picked out Dirty Dancing. He wasn't sure why Tommy even owned it, but it was so dumb of a movie that 
they just had to watch it. And maybe Nikki wanted to take advantage of all the kissing scenes. Maybe. 


Tommy reemerged from the kitchen a minute later, bowl of popcorn in hand and two bottles of Coke. 


"Whatcha got there, beautiful?" He murmured, setting the food down on the side table. He snickered at Nikki's 
choice in movie, planting a kiss on his cheek and taking the tape from him. While Nikki snatched up a blanket and 
got comfy, Tommy pushed the tape in. He joined Nikki under the covers a moment later, but not before 


removing his shirt over his head. 


Nikki, bowl of popcorn in hand, snuggled up to Tommy immediately, resting his head on his bare chest. The 
older man smiled, running his fingers through Nikki's soft hair. 


"Tommy?" Nikki murmured softly as the movie began. The other man hummed a soft reply that Nikki could 


feel as much as hear. 

"Yeah, baby?" 

Nikki gulped, feeling Tommy's delicate hand trail down his back. 

"What are we?" 

Tommy's hand paused before continuing, as if representing his train of thought. 


"What would you like us to be? | don't want to force you into anything you aren't ready for." He replied softly, 


gaze flickering between the television screen and Nikki's huge eyes staring up at him. 
| want to be your boyfriend. l-l really think | love you, Tommy." 
"I want that too, Nik. But what about the fact that I'm your." 


"| don't care," Nikki cut him off curtly. "You're only a substitute. You're a student just as much as | am - it's 


not wrong. It definitely won't be wrong after you leave." 


Tommy thought for a moment, fingers still tangling through Nikki's dark locks. He decided Nikki was right, and 
sealed his fate. 


"Nikki, will you be mine? Officially?" 

"Of course." 

Nikki stretched, pressing his lips to Tommy's for a moment before going back for more popcorn. 

"You're so cute, y'know." Tommy laughed softly, hand finally resting on the small of Nikki's back. 

"You're cuter." Nikki mumbled over his mouthful of popcorn, unhealthy butter that had dribbled down his chin 

gleaming in the light of the television. Tommy chuckled, wondering how he could have ever gotten so lucky for 

this cutie to love him back. 

One hour into the movie, Tommy was laid back on the couch, one hand behind his head, the other on Nikki, who 
was sprawled out on top of him. The smaller boy's head was rested on his firm chest, gorgeous shimmering 


eyes shut in sleep. He snored lightly as Tommy rubbed his back, one foot dangling off the sofa. The movie 


played on but Tommy was more interested in the beautiful soul on top of him, and how he was going to move 


them over to the bedroom. Tommy had slept on this couch before, and it was hell. 

Nikki had awoken just before the movie ended, breath warm on Tommy's pectorals. 

"Hi." Nikki whispered, watching the credits begin to roll on the flickering screen 

"Hey, babe." Tommy smiled, sitting up and moving Nikki to his lap. They exchanged a soft kiss before parting. 
"Bed?" Tommy asked quietly. 


"Bed" Nikki murmured in agreement, sliding off Tommy's lap and onto the sofa He watched as his boyfriend 
removed the tape and put it away, flicking off the tv. 


Nikki unraveled himself from the blanket, taking Tommy's hand as he led him to the bedroom. Once inside, both 


stripped down to their boxers, slipping under the covers and into each other's arms once again. 

‘| love you so much." Tommy whispered, feeling Nikki's nose pressing softly into his neck. 

"| love you so much, too.” The bassist replied, curling up in Tommy's arms. He had never felt so safe, so warm, 
so loved. Nikki's legs tangled with Tommy's under the blankets as he attached himself to the older man like a 
vice grip. Tommy chuckled, feeling Nikki's lips brush his Adam's apple. 


"You make me feel special," Nikki murmured, his breath prickling Tommy's skin. "You make me feel safe." 


Tommy hummed softly in reply, the need for sleep tugging at his eyelids and making them heavy, but he 
refused to sleep yet. 


"| hope so. | want to make you feel cared for, and loved - it's the least you deserve." 

"| don't deserve you, though. | mean, really - look at you, Tommy. You've got yourself in a fancy college, you're 
working towards a stable life - you've got it all sorted out. Me? I'm just a dumb kid that plays bass. Rock ‘n 
roll is my only hope." Nikki snickered softly at himself, feeling Tommy pull him closer. 

"Ah, bullshit. My parents wanted me to become a teacher, so | went along with them. My real dream is to be 
a drummer, but it'll never happen. That's what everyone told me, that | could never make it. Follow your 
dream, Nikki. Don't get stuck like me." 

Nikki paused, holding his breath. Tommy didn't want this life? 


‘lm sorry- l. | don't know what to say." 


Tommy smiled pitifully down at him. 


"You still have a chance. Take it.” 


Six 
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Nikki woke early the next morning, removing himself from Tommy's grasp with a yawn. 
Outside, birds were singing, perched on the tall oak next to Tommy's apartment building. The sun shone brightly 
down on the streets, the soft chill of November caressing the cheeks of all those who ventured outside on a 


Saturday morning. 


Nikki stretched with a sigh, hearing his back pop. He glanced over to the clock, seeing it was nine in the 
morning. Panic coursed through his veins, shattering the peaceful morning. 


‘Oh my god" 
"Good morning, baby." Tommy smiled softly, stretching and yawning beside him. 


"Tommy. My parents don't know | stayed over. They could've called the fucking cops, oh my god - if the cops 


come they're gonna find out about us and-" 
"Nik? Baby, shh. itll be okay. m sure they didn't call the cops. But you should get back to them as soon as 
possible," Tommy sighed softly, wishing he could spend more time with Nikki. "I could drive you home again, it's 


not far." 


"Thank you so much." Nikki hurriedly dressed himself in his clothes from yesterday, stealing a kiss from 
Tommy before hightailing it downstairs to Tommy's car. 


Tommy threw on a fresh shirt and sweatpants, shoving his feet into his sneakers and grabbing his keys off 
the dresser. He followed Nikki, who was impatiently bouncing beside his car. 


Tommy unlocked his door after climbing in, and the smaller boy leaped in. 
"They won't hurt you, will they?" Tommy asked softly, starting the car. He wouldn't leave Nikki to be injured. 


"They shouldn't, but they're gonna be so pissed at me. Fuck" Nikki chewed nervously on his bottom lip. Tommy 


frowned. 


"Let me walk you to the door. I'll tell them I'm a friend and we were studying late last night for a math test 


on Monday. I'll say | ordered a pizza and after we fell asleep on the floor or some shit." Tommy murmured, 


desperately wanting to calm his boyfriend down. Anxious Nikki was a Nikki that shouldn't be. 
"Tommy, they know I'm gay. They're gonna think we fucked.” 


"Then | guess its a good thing that we haven't!” Tommy exclaimed, turning into Nikki's street. He purposely 
slowed down the car to give them more time. 


"Yet." Nikki scowled playfully, earning a groan from Tommy. He pulled the car over, turning to Nikki with a 


serious look on his face. 
"Nik, let me help you. | don't want you in trouble because of me." 
"It was just as much my fault!" Nikki growled, folding his arms over his chest. Tommy rolled his eyes. 


"Baby, you aren't going to stop me from coming in with you." Tommy spoke firmly, furrowing his brow to make 


sure Nikki knew he was serious. His boyfriend giggled at his silly expression Tommy sighed, exasperated. 
Fine. Then give me my goodbye kiss now." 


Tommy did just that, leaning over and pressing his lips to Nikki's. The smaller boy slipped his tongue between 
Tommy's lips, fingers tangling in his curls. Tommy dejectedly pulled away, pulling Nikki in for a tight hug. 


"Ready?" 


"Yeah." Nikki smiled softly, a sweet blush apparent on his cheeks. Tommy smirked, putting the car back into 
gear and turning onto the street. 


He drove the small ways to Nikki's home, parking outside. Nikki hopped out, followed swiftly by Tommy. 


The taller boy kept his distance between Nikki friendly, although he so desperately wanted to hold his hand and 


give it a reassuring squeeze. 

Nikki tried the door, finding it locked. 

"I left my key in my room." He grumbled, hesitantly knocking. 

No one replied 

Nikki frowned, knocking again 

After a minute of waiting with no reply, Nikki turned back to Tommy. 


"Let's go check the basement door, normally it's left open" Nikki grabbed Tommy's wrist and led him around 


the back, finding himself the small basement door just around the corner. Sure enough, the handle turned with 
a little creak in Nikki's hand. He bent down, heading inside. Tommy followed suit, finding himself in a small, dusty 


room surrounded by cardboard boxes. 


“Storage room." Nikki explained, leading Tommy around a corner and up a flight of stairs that dumped them into 
the kitchen 


"Hello?" Nikki called, voice echoing throughout the seemingly empty house. 
"Who lives here with you?" Tommy asked softly, hand resting on Nikki's lower back. 


"Just my parents. l'm an only child" Nikki murmured, deciding to go check where he had left the note about 
leaving for his mom. 


He found it, no longer folded up, but open. His parents definitely saw it, then Next to it was another folded 
piece of paper, addressed, ‘To: Frank. From: Mom’, in the same fashion that Nikki had left his note yesterday. 


Except, of course, he hadn't written ‘Frank. His parents were ignorant to his name change. 
Nikki unfolded it, finding a short note left to him. 


Frankie- 

Have fun with your friend! Don't stay up too late, make sure you eat dinner. l'm expecting you back tonight so 
you'll see this. Your father and | are going out tonight to see your grandmother, we'll back around six 
Tomorrow evening. See you then! 


With love, Mom‘ 


Nikki blew out a breath, heart finally slowing to a normal rate since he woke up and realized he could be dead 


meat. He leaned back against Tommy's chest, feeling his boyfriend wrap his arms protectively around his body. 
"Thank. Fuck." Nikki giggled, turning around in Tommy's grip and pressing a kiss to his soft lips. 

"Well, we have until six. What now?" Tommy asked softly, the dumb smile unable to be torn off his face. No 
one besides Nikki could drive him to the lengths that he did. No one else could ever make him get out of bed 


ona Saturday before eleven. 


"Well, we /are/ already here. wanna go upstairs to my room?" Nikki smiled playfully, palms planted on Tommy's 


chest. 
"And do what, exactly?" The taller man smirked, nuzzling into Nikki's huge head of hair. 
"Hm. I've got a record collection if you wanna see. It's pretty extensive. Oh, and I've got a soft bed big enough 


for two." Nikki hinted, looking up at his boyfriend through his dark eyelashes. Tommy chuckled, tongue teasing 
at the shell of Nikki's ear. 


"| sure am tired after the mess this morning was. a big, soft bed sounds great" Tommy grinned goofily, pulling 


back to stare into the smaller boy's eyes that were darkening with lust. Nikki rolled said eyes, hands shifting 


down to Tommy's hips. 


"We wouldn't be sleeping, you big dummy.” The bassist laughed, pulling Tommy's body flush against his own 
with a soft huff. 


Nikki stepped back a bit, taking Tommy's hand in his own. He led him up the stairs to his bedroom, closing and 
locking the door behind them. Tommy eyes followed his boyfriend's actions, arms folded over his chest, as Nikki 
stripped himself of his shirt and laid back on the bed. Tommy bit his lip and watched as he spread his legs in 
waiting. When Nikki spoke, his voice came out dark and sultry, a tone that Tommy had never heard from him 


before. It nearly made him squirm in his pants. 


"Take me." 


Seven 
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"Fuck." 


The word escaped Tommy's lips beyond his control. He tore his shirt over his head, nearly leaping on the bed 
on top of his boyfriend. 


‘| want you, Tommy. I'm yours." Nikki murmured softly, panting into his ear as Tommy began to undo his jeans 
and shimmy them down. Nikki's fingers began to play with the waistband of Tommy's sweatpants, pushing them 
down over his ass. Tommy bit his lip, allowing Nikki to remove his pants. He did the same for the smaller boy, 
grip tight on Nikki's thick thighs as he wrapped them around his hips. Tommy planted his hands on either side 
of Nikki's body, keeping him pinned to the bed. Not like he wanted to move, anyway. 


Nikki ground his hips up into Tommy's own, gasping as their boxer-covered erections rubbed against each 


other. The older boy hissed, bucking his hips down against Nikki. 


"O-oh, fuck." The bassist moaned, the pleasure sending shocks throughout his body. Nikki pushed the waistband 
of Tommy's boxers down his hips, and with Tommy's help, stripped his boyfriend of them. He stared at 
Tommy's impressive length, bottom lip trapped between his teeth. 


Like what you see?" Tommy teased lightly, lips meeting Nikki's neck and sucking roughly. Meanwhile, his hands 
worked off Nikki's underwear. 


‘Mm. oh! Y-yeah, Tommy - fuck." Nikki whimpered, hands tangling in Tommy's curls. He'd have a mark on his 
neck, he knew - Tommy's mark, Tommy's claim. He'd cover it with a bandana, but he wouldn't forget about it - 
and neither would Tommy. 

Fourth period would be fun. 

Tommy's hips pivoted forward and back, cock rubbing against Nikki's, causing the two men to moan in unison. 

| wanna be inside you, Nikki. oh." Tommy hissed, spitting into his hand and wetting his fingers. He sat back on 
his haunches, gently spreading Nikki's thighs wide. Tommy sucked on his bottom lip, gazing up and making eye 


contact with Nikki, who nodded slightly. 


Tommy slipped one finger inside, tearing a gasp from Nikki. He gently pumped it in and out until he felt Nikki 


was rea or a second. 
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Nikki arched his back, tears springing to his eyes. 


"Holy.. fuck. Tommy, morel" He groaned, toes curling, fingers digging into his bedsheets. The older man did just 
that, quickening his fingers and adding another. After a minute or so of this, Tommy removed his fingers. He 
watched Nikki squirm, feeling his cock harden more, if that was possible. 


lm gonna try something, baby. trust me." Tommy murmured, pressing kisses from Nikki's soft, pale belly 
down around his swollen member, breath hot on his stretched entrance. Tommy's tongue trailed around Nikki's 
hole. His boyfriend gasped, legs crossing behind Tommy's head with a sound that could've passed as a squeal as 


his lover's tongue pushed inside. 


The noise made Tommy's stomach flip in the best way. He wanted to hear it again, and again He wanted to be 
the cause of Nikki making that noise. 


Nikki was panting heavily above him, hands running through his dark hair as he thrashed. Tommy was almost 
glad Nikki's hands were occupied with his own head - he didn't need his boyfriend tearing out all his hair 
tonight. 


Tommy continued to thrust his tongue in and out of his lover until the throbbing in his erection was too much 


to bear. He had to fuck Nikki, now. 


"You ready, beautiful?" Tommy spoke softly, voice deeper than usual. It turned Nikki on even more. The smaller 
man nodded quickly, Tommy's hands on his knees keeping his thighs spread. He stretched his legs, resting his 


calves on the taller man's shoulders. 


"Tommy, | can't wait anymore - please, give it to me." Nikki whimpered, a pout crossing his lips. The other man 
nodded, pressing his lips softly to Nikki's before pushing the head of his cock inside. Nikki gasped into the kiss, 


clawing at Tommy's back as he continued to push himself in 


"You're so fucking tight, Nik" Tommy growled, squeezing his eyes shut as he pulled out nearly all the way and 


slammed back in. 


"Oh! Shit, fuck! Baby. you're so big, l- mm!" Nikki cursed and moaned beneath Tommy, tossing his head back 
and forth on the bed. While Nikki went crazy, Tommy strived to find his spot to give him the ultimate 
pleasure. He wanted Nikki to have the best possible time with him. 


Tommy was sure that Nikki soft whimpers into his ear were driving him insane, and if not yet, they would 
soon. Nikki was unlike anyone he'd ever had in bed before, but maybe that was just because he truly loved 
him. Nikki let out the same squeak as earlier as Tommy slammed against his prostate, short, painted nails 


leaving pink marks down his lover's back. 


"Holy shit, T- Tommy!" He cried, tossing his head back, leaving his neck exposed to more love bites. 


"Mm, say it again, baby." Tommy demanded, leaning over and connecting his lips to Nikki's Adam's apple, sucking 
roughly, dragging his tongue up and down his boyfriend's neck. 


‘Oh, mm- Tommy! Harder, don't stop! Tommy!" Nikki nearly shouted, hands tangling into the older boy's locks, 


tugging as gently as he could muster under the intense pleasure. 

"Wasn't planning on it” Tommy panted against Nikki's hot skin, one hand finding a way between their bodies to 
grasp Nikki's leaking cock He pumped Nikki at twice the speed he thrusted, causing the smaller boy to gasp and 
convulse beneath him. 

‘I'm c-close.fuck! Tommy!" Nikki cried, finishing in his hand without much more of a warning. Tommy pressed a 
quick kiss to his boyfriend's wide-open lips before sitting back up, hips thrusting faster into Nikki until Tommy, 
too, reached his release a minute later, spilling his load inside his smaller lover. 

Tommy pulled out and collapsed next to Nikki a moment later, chest heaving from the experience. 

Nikki had already mostly came back down to Earth, laying on his side, smirking over at Tommy. 

"So how was it?" 

"What?" Tommy nearly laughed out loud, sitting up as he gasped for breath. 

"How was it? Up to your standards?" Nikki asked again, grinning playfully up at him. 

"Let's just say, | have new standards." Tommy chuckled, finally catching his breath. He flopped back down on 
the bed, using a blanket to clean them both off. Nikki giggled, latching onto Tommy as soon as he settled back 
down 


"| love you.” 


"I love you, too." Tommy smiled softly, brushing Nikki's sweat-soaked bangs out of his way and pressing a kiss 


to his forehead. 


"We should totally take a shower together later." Nikki mumbled, closing his eyes against Tommy's strong 
chest. Tommy could feel his eyelashes flutter, a light tickle compared to the heat of their bodies together. 


"Nap first?" The older man guessed, laughing softly to himself when he realized Nikki had already fallen asleep. 
The soft snores began just a moment later. Tommy glanced over to Nikki's bedside clock, seeing it was only 
about eleven-thirty now. They had plenty of time before Nikki's parents got home. To no one in particular, 
Tommy spoke. 


"Yep, nap first." 


Eight 
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Nikki, once again, was first to wake. 

He shook Tommy lightly, pressing a soft kiss to his lover's lips when his chocolatey eyes finally blinked open 
"Wow." Tommy whispered, blinking a few more times. 

"What?" Nikki giggled, staring down at him. 

"Am | in heaven? I've been woken up by an angel." 


"Oh, stop it!" Nikki laughed, sitting up and removing himself from Tommy's arms. He glanced over to the clock, 
seeing it was only two in the afternoon 


"Wanna order a pizza for delivery? We can take a shower together while we wait for it to get here." Nikki sat 


cross-legged on his bed, smiling innocently at the older man Tommy shrugged. 

"All up to you, babe. How much is a pizza, ten bucks? We can split it” 

"| think twelve." Nikki murmured, picking up his phone and dialing the number for Domino's, which was 
conveniently written on the wall, right next to a large poster of Paul Stanley. Tommy stretched, hopping off 


the bed and tidying the sheets as much as he could with Nikki refusing to get up. 


Tommy grabbed their clothes up from the floor and left them on the bed in a pile while Nikki put in an order 


for one large cheese pizza to his door. A moment later, he hung up. 
"Yep, twelve bucks. They said to give them forty minutes. That enough time to shower?" Nikki teased, putting 
the phone back on his bedside table. He loosely grabbed Tommy's wrist and led him to the bathroom. Nikki 


turned on the shower, waiting for the water to warm up. 
"Nik?" 


"Hm?" The smaller boy hummed, turning back to his boyfriend. He found himself enveloped in Tommy's arms, 


bodies flush together. 


"Do you even know how cute you are?" Tommy gushed, pressing his lips to Nikki's soft cheek for a moment. 


"No, tell me." Nikki rolled his eyes, the smile unable to be torn off his face. 


"You're precious. You've got the cutest little face, y'know. Cute lips. Cute nose. Beautiful eyes. Gosh, your eyes. 


| could stare into them all day." Tommy murmured, rocking Nikki in his arms. 

The water continued to pound down on the tub, the spray still cold to the touch. They waited. 

"But not just your face is cute. Oh, no. Your body is just plain adorable. You're this mix of sexy and cute and 
hot as hell and it really confuses me because that shouldn't work but | love it so much. You're beautiful, 
every little bit of you. Especially that little belly. | haven't caught on yet if you're super self conscious, but 
you'd better not dislike that adorable thing.’ 

As Tommy rambled, his hands roaming over all the places he named, Nikki stuck his hand under the water. 
"Baby." Nikki hushed Tommy with his lips, laughing softly. "It's warm." 

"Oh, okay." 

The two boys stepped under the water together, sliding the glass door behind them. Immediately, they were 
overcome with a need to touch each other, hold each other. Nikki was feeling particularly affectionate, 


snuggling into his boyfriend's body as his arms held him close. 


"Oh my god. | can't believe how much | love you." Nikki whispered, dumbfounded. Tommy smiled softly, running 
his fingers through Nikki's damp hair. 


"IF it helps at all, | love you just as much or more." 
Nikki shook his head wildly, wrapping his arms around Tommy's v-shaped hips. 


"No, no, no. | love you so much. | don't have words. So much." Nikki's emerald eyes glistened as he turned his 


gaze to Tommy's own, placing one hand on his lover's chest, over his heart. 


Tommy found his eyes welling with tears, from exactly what he couldn't place. He rested his hand over top of 
Nikki's, smiling down at his love. 


"I don't know how much you love me, Nikki. But as long as you do, | will always love you just as much." Tommy 
murmured, reaching for a bottle of body wash and squeezing some into his hand. Gently at first, as if asking 
for permission, Tommy began to wash Nikki, his smaller lover savoring every moment Tommy's hands rubbed 
at his body. He got some soap as well as did the same for Tommy, leaving them both as sudsy, less-sweaty 


messes. 


After the shower, they shared the towel between the two of them before redoing their hair, much more 


half-assed than it had been before the shower. They headed back into Nikki's room to get dressed, exchanging 
smiles between each other. The room still stunk of sex, but hopefully it would fade before his parents got 


home. 

"Well, it's been half an hour. Let's go wait downstairs." Nikki grinned after they had both gotten dressed - Nikki 
in a pair of white shorts that barely reached halfway down his thighs and a large Sex Pistols shirt, Tommy in 
a pair of borrowed black jeans. He didn't bother with a shirt - he was sure Nikki didn't mind, either. Tommy 
left his share of the pizza money on the table, wallet still upstairs in his sweatpants. They flopped onto the 


sofa together, snuggling close as they waited for the pizza to arrive. 


"What else do you wanna do before your parents get home?" Tommy asked softly, playing with Nikki's half- 
dried hair. The younger boy shrugged, tracing shapes on Tommy's bare chest. 


"| don't really care. Honestly, | wish | could go back to your place. Forever. And just. Move in with you. But." 
Nikki sighed, breaking off into a soft laugh. "That won't happen, at least not for a while.” 


Tommy laughed sweetly, settling down into the pillow. Nikki followed, laying with his back directly on top of his 
boyfriend. Tommy's hands landed on his belly, holding him gently. 


"So beautiful” Tommy murmured, lifting up Nikki's shirt and drawing circles on his little stomach. Normally, 
Nikki never took his shirt off, or let anyone see his not-quite-in-shape body, but something about Tommy 
made him feel safe, secure - he never stopped to think about self esteem when he was with him. Tommy 


made him feel truly flawless. He was tapping a little pattern on Nikki's belly when the smaller boy finally spoke. 


"I don't want to go back to being teacher and student on Monday." He grumbled, resting his hand on top of 


Tommy's. 

Tommy agreed with a soft sigh, closing his eyes. 

| can't believe | met my soulmate through a fill in teacher job." Tommy snickered. Nikki paused. 
"Soulmate?" 

"Yeah, baby. That's what | think you are." 


That made Nikki smile widely, a little squeeze of Tommy's hands on his soft hips reminding him once again that 


he was loved. 
"I think you're my soulmate, too, T-Bone." 
"That makes me so happy to hear, Nik-Nok” 


A knock on the front door shattered their sweet moment. Nikki groaned softly, hopping off Tommy. He 


snatched up the six bucks Tommy had laid down on the table and six more from his wallet and opened the 
door, paying the delivery guy and shutting it once more. 


Nikki sat down on the floor with the pizza box, smiling up at his love. 

"You eatin?" 

With a groan, Tommy slid off the couch. 

"Why are we eating on the floor?" 

"More fun. And, if we end up making out, we won't have the danger of falling off the sofa" Nikki grinned. 


"Always thinking ahead, you little rascal." Tommy chuckled, grabbing a slice after Nikki took his. They shared a 
soft kiss before digging in 


"| think you taste better than the pizza, Tommy." 


Nine 
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At some point, they'd brought the pizza upstairs and fallen asleep on Nikki's bed again. The time was passing 


quickly and six o'clock was rushing towards them. 


About 610, the front door clicked open and the knob turned. Nikki's parents entered the house, finding it dark 


and quiet. Nikki's mother went upstairs to see if her son was in his room. 


She opened the door to find her son curled up with another boy she had never seen before, an empty pizza 


box next to them, and a few crushed cans of beer tossed onto the floor. 
"Frankie?" 
Nikki woke with a start, sitting straight up and staring at his mother in the doorway. 


"Hi, honey.. who's this?" She whispered, but Tommy had already woken up. He stretched, turning and smiling at 
Nikki's mother. 


"Hello, Mrs. Feranna. My name's Tommy, I'm a friend of Nikki's. Sorry that you had to find me asleep in your 
house." Tommy laughed awkwardly, scratching the back of his neck He was still shirtless, and still wearing 


Nikki's pants. Thankfully his boyfriend's mother didn't notice. 


"Nikki? Frankie, | keep telling you - you're never going to get any girls to like you if you keep using a girl's 


name. 


"| don't want girls to like me, Mom. I'm still just as gay as | was when | came out three years ago," The 
smaller boy rolled his eyes, huffing. "And it isn't a girl's name - it's /my/ name." Nikki sighed, folding his arms 


over his chest. 


Tommy shifted uncomfortably on the bed, staring down at his lap, sensing a fight. Nikki growled softly under 
his breath before continuing. His mother had obviously hit a nerve. 


"And for the record, Tommy here is my / boyfriend/ - not just my friend. Do you need more proof that l'm 


not straight, and never will be?" 


His mother frowned, tucking some of her hair behind her ear. 


"Honey. I'm sorry. Can we start again?" She smiled sweetly at Tommy, walking over to the bed and shaking 


hands with him. 

‘It's wonderful to meet you, Tommy." 

Nikki seemed aghast. 

"You- you don't mind that | have a boyfriend?" 

His mother shook her head, taking Tommy's hand in her own and squeezing it gently. 

"If he makes you happy. Nikki. then it makes me happy. Plus, you're eighteen - you can make your own 
decisions, no matter how hard it is for me to give you up." She murmured, smiling softly. Nikki hopped off the 
bed and enveloped her in a tight hug. 

"Thank you." 

His mother laughed softly, hugging him back. 

"l'Il leave you boys alone. Keep the door open" She teased lightly, turning and exiting the room. Nikki grinned at 
his lover, tackling him onto the bed. Tommy laughed, closing his eyes as Nikki's soft lips pressed against his 
own. Their tongues tangled together, Nikki giggling softly into the kiss. The smaller boy broke it off, collapsing 
happily on top of Tommy. 


"Oh my god, baby, | feel like an anvil's been lifted off my chest 


"I feel like an anvil's been put on my chest." Tommy snickered, pushing Nikki off his body. He rolled, pinning his 
smaller lover down to the bed. Nikki giggled, allowing Tommy to flop down on top of him. 


"You've got super cute legs, babe. The shorts make them even cuter. Have | ever mentioned that?" Tommy 


smiled, sat up, butt on Nikki's thighs. Nikki laughed, hands landing on Tommy's hips. 


"I think you've told me that every bit of me is cute at least once by now." Nikki smushed Tommy's cheeks 
between his palms, smiling goofily up at his love. 


"I can't help it! Tommy laughed, slipping off Nikki and laying back next to him. They shared a loving kiss before 
their time was interrupted once again, this time by Nikki's father. 


"Hey, Dad" Nikki sat up, grinning, 


"Hey, Nik - your mom just told me about Tommy here, she was real happy that you finally found someone 


new. | just wanted to say hello. Hope | didn’t interrupt anything." Nikki's father chuckled, shaking Tommy's hand 
when the older boy hopped off the bed to greet him. 


‘It's great to meet you, Mr. Feranna. Your son is truly an amazing person, l'm blessed that you're allowing me 


to continue seeing him." Tommy smiled softly, glancing over at Nikki on the bed. 
Nikki buried his face in his hands, blush burning on his face. Tommy chuckled. 


"| appreciate that you aren't like some of the other guys he's brought home before. Some kids are really 
disrespectful,” Nikki's father frowned. "But | have faith that you can make my son happy, so you have my 


approval." 


"Thank you, sir." Tommy nodded quickly, smiling brightly. Nikki was watching from between his fingers, wanting 


nothing more than for his father to leave before he said something embarrassing. 


With that, Nikki's father exited, shutting the door behind him. Nikki flopped back on his bed, shirt rolling up and 
exposing his belly. 


‘lam so glad that's over. It's a miracle that they like you - | thought by now they'd be fed up with boys. He's 
right, though - the only guys I've gotten before you have been compete dickheads." 


Tommy laid down beside his love, taking advantage of his position and slipping his hand up Nikki's shirt, rubbing 
his stomach softly. 


"lim glad that you don't consider me a dickhead," He chuckled, pressing a kiss to Nikki's cheek "But I'm also very 
happy that they like me. With the way you were freaking out today, | was afraid they were some serious 


homophobes or some shit." 


Nikki shook his head, shrugging, leaning into Tommy's warmth. He rested his hand on top of Tommy's on his 
belly, stilling his boyfriend's movements as he intertwined their fingers. 


"No, | just never know how they're going to take things. They're unpredictable, so | always assume the worst." 
Nikki explained softly, exhaustion from earlier starting to tug at his eyelids once again as the adrenaline and 
nerves from the situation began to die down. 

"Baby. | have to go home soon" Tommy murmured sadly, feeling Nikki pull him closer. 

"| don't want to sleep without you." The smaller boy grumbled, squeezing Tommy's hand. 

"After you graduate, we can move in together - that sound good? Sleep together every night. And we'll have a 


normal relationship. No school situations. No worries. It'll be great, baby - just a few months to go." Tommy 
whispered, breath tickling Nikki's ear. 


"Fuck." 


"What?" Tommy asked softly, gently beginning to rub Nikki's belly again as he realized his boyfriend was falling 
asleep. Nikki yawned softly before speaking again. 


‘I'm falling so hard for you." 

"Its okay. lm here to catch you when you fall" 
Nikki smiled softly at this reply. 

"Every time?" 


"Every time." 


Ten 
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Tommy dejectedly went home around ten, telling himself that he had papers to grade and he would be busy 
tomorrow, probably with Nikki. He had kissed his boyfriend goodnight in a split second of wakefulness, leaving 
him a note with all the things he had wanted to say before Nikki fell asleep again, plus his number so Nikki 
could call him. He only hoped Nikki slept the whole night through instead of waking up alone. 


Tommy entered his apartment, locking it behind him once more. He moved along to his bedroom, kicking off his 
shoes and stripping out of Nikki's jeans and a shirt he had borrowed. He tossed his dirty laundry and Nikki's 


into the pile for the laundromat, making a mental note to bring them down in the morning. 

He pulled on a fresh pair of boxers and flicked off the lights, flopping into bed. He was asleep in seconds. 

So much for those papers. 

Tommy woke around five, mental alarm clock going off like usual. He groaned softly, sitting up in bed and 
stretching. He tugged on a pair of shorts and trotted into the other room to his desk, grabbing his stack of 
papers to grade and starting to go at it. 

Meanwhile, Nikki had been awake since three, reading Tommy's note over and over again and smiling dumbly to 
himself. He rubbed his thumb over the words, ‘With love, Tommy’, giggling softly. He tucked his hair behind his 
ear, sighing softly and flopping back, head thumping against the pillow. 

He closed his eyes, imagining Tommy beside him, arms wrapped around his body. Even though all he had in bed 
was a few pillows, he grabbed one and held it tightly to his chest. Good enough for now. The need for sleep still 
pulled at his limbs, and he found his world slipping back into blackness. 


Two hours later, Tommy hopped up from his desk, stack of graded papers neatly paper clipped next to him. He 
moved along to the bathroom, deciding to take a shower and get dressed. 


Tommy was barely half-dressed when the phone rang on the table, wet hair still up in a towel. He hurried 
over, holding up his pants, and picked up the phone. 


"Hello?" 


"Baby!" Nikki grinned from the other side of the line, his smile shining through his voice. Tommy couldn't help 


but smile as well. 


"Hey, sweetie. I'm sorry | left last night. How are you?" Tommy murmured softly, laying back on his bed. 


‘Its fine, T-Bone. | knew you had to go home. | did appreciate the note, though," Nikki chuckled, sitting cross- 
legged on his bed, still in the shorts and large t-shirt from yesterday that he had slept in. He hadn't showered 
last night, so his hair was even bigger and messier than usual. "I'm just kinda sleepy, and | miss you.. Can | 


come over? | know you said you had those papers to grade in your note.” 


"No, I'm all done with them, actually," Tommy grinned. "You can come over anytime, Nik, I'm just getting 


dressed now. You're always welcome." 


"Great!" Nikki smiled broadly, bouncing on his bed a little in excitement. "I'll be over in a bit, just gotta get 


dressed, too. I'm gonna walk, so I'll see you in like forty minutes." 
"Okay, baby. Stay safe, | love you." Tommy smiled. 


"Love you tool" Nikki laughed, hanging up and putting the phone back on the hook. He smiled to himself, unable 
to wipe the happy expression off his face. He hopped out of bed and quickly changed into a Kiss shirt and a 
pair of tight jeans, yanking them up over his thighs, dancing around his room. They were seriously tight. He 
hoped Tommy thought they looked as good as he did. 


Some soft, lightly smudged black eyeliner and a little light pink lipstick and Nikki was out the door, hair big as 
ever. He strolled his way to Tommy's apartment building, getting there in half an hour. He trotted up the 
couple flights of stairs, rapping gently on Tommy's door before standing back and rocking on his heels. 


The door opened a moment later, a smiling Tommy appearing in the doorway. 


"Come on in, babe." Tommy grabbed Nikki's hand and yanked him inside, closing the door behind them. He pulled 


Nikki into his embrace, pressing kisses all over his face. His hands wandered down to Nikki's ass, squeezing it 


playfully. 
"Hi." Nikki laughed, nuzzling into Tommy's neck and pressing a kiss there. 


"What's up, lovely?" Tommy stepped back a bit, taking both of Nikki's hands in his own and swinging them by 


their sides, rocking back on his heels. 


"Nothing much, handsome.. just glad to be with you again. | don't even care what we do, | just wanna be with 


you." Nikki bounced happily, letting go of Tommy to go explore his apartment. "You've gotta show me around!" 


"Okay, okay," Tommy snickered, one hand on Nikki's lower back, guiding him forward. "Well, this is obviously my 
very small living room. You know here." Tommy laughed softly, motioning to the place where they had watched 


Dirty Dancing together. He led Nikki into another room. 


"In this little room, I've got my desk where | grade all your assignments - speaking of, you're going to have a 
test on Friday, I'm not announcing it until Tuesday so if you need extra help, or you just wanna get stronger on 
the material, you can always stay after." Tommy pressed a kiss to Nikki's cheek, arms wrapping around his 
lover's waist as he gazed around the small room. 


"What's that?" Nikki asked softly, pointing at a pink homemade-looking mug on his desk. It was full of pens. 


"The mug? It was made by my little sister. She's seven, and she wanted to give me a gift before | left for 
college." Tommy smiled softly, squeezing Nikki's hips. 


"Aw, that's sweet." Nikki grinned, placing his hands over Tommy's. 

"Anyway, back in here | have the kitchen, and then my bedroom. Oh, and there's a bathroom attached to my 
bedroom, but you know that. And that's basically my entire apartment. Thrilling, ain't it?" Tommy led him 
through said rooms, eventually sitting down on the bed together. They sat, leaning against each other without 


speaking for a few minutes. 


"You haven't even commented on how nice my legs look. These jeans were so hard to get into." Nikki growled 


playfully, breaking the silence. 

"I thought my hands on your ass when you walked in were clue enough. And you know it was great walking 
behind you the whole time. | had a wonderful view" Tommy snickered, placing his hand on Nikki's inner thigh. It 
sent a shiver through his body. Nikki shuddered as Tommy leaned in, breath raspy in his ear as he whispered. 
"Just don't wear them to school, or | might lose control." 

"Oh, fuck. | might just do that." Nikki giggled mischievously as Tommy's hand inched up his thigh. 

With a chuckle, Tommy pressed a kiss to Nikki's temple, pulling his hand away and flopping back on his bed. 


"Aw, damn. | was hoping for a fuck." Nikki pouted, unable to stop his laughter from spilling out. 


"l'm more in the mood for a make out session. maybe come down here and we can see where it takes us? If 


you can get back out of those jeans later, that is." Tommy snickered. 


"You fucker." Nikki scolded, but leapt on his boyfriend anyway. 


Eleven 


Time passed. 
Nikki's birthday was nearing. He'd be 19 in a week. 


Nikki and Tommy grew even closer, testing their boundaries at the school in the past month. Tommy paid a 


little too much attention to Nikki. Nikki pretended not to notice. 
Pushing their boundaries, such as this. 


Nikki has stayed after for help with his math, but now he was on his knees, tightly crammed under Tommy's 
desk with his mouth full. 


"Oh, fuck" Tommy panted from above, tangling his fingers into the younger boy's hair. The smaller man had 
Tommy's cock rammed down his throat, sucking hungrily in an effort to make the older man finish before 


anyone could possibly catch them. 


"N-Nik-" Tommy gasped, feeling one of Nikki's hands start to play with his balls. He thrusted involuntarily into 
his boyfriend's mouth, happier than ever that there was paper covering the window on the door to the 
classroom. Nikki gagged but kept at it, his free hand firm on Tommy's hips, trying to keep him down without 


much luck. 


"Shut up or I'll stop.” Nikki growled, removing his lips from Tommy's hardness for a moment. The older man 


whimpered, wiggling his hips in the chair. 


Nikki smirked before continuing his work, taking Tommy as deep as he could until the head poked the back of 
his throat. He moved up and down, long black locks tickling Tommy's thighs. Tommy's muffled moans and sighs 
just barely reached his ears. 


A squeeze on Nikki's shoulder alerted him that Tommy was getting close. Nikki glanced up, seeing that his 
boyfriend was watching him intently. He popped Tommy out of his mouth, making a show of dragging his tongue 
up the underside of his lover's throbbing length. 


"Wish | could ride it right now." Nikki grumbled, swirling his tongue around the tip, dipping his tongue into the 
slit, making Tommy gasp. The older boy squirmed as Nikki finally took him back in between his lips, dragging his 
teeth lightly along his cock. Finally, it was all too much, and with a rough gasp of Nikki's name, Tommy came in 
his boyfriend's mouth. Nikki swallowed as much as he could, coming out from under the desk and grabbing a 


tissue To clean up his face and Tommy. 


Nikki gently tucked his boyfriend back in, planting a sweet kiss on his lips. Tommy could taste himself but he 
didn't care, instead forcing his tongue further into Nikki's mouth. Nikki giggled, breaking it off with a sigh. 


"Wanna finish that work now?" Nikki smiled innocently, taking his seat beside Tommy again, worksheet in front 


of him. 
"Yeah." Tommy murmured, fixing his messy hair. Nikki wiped his mouth, puckering his lips. 
"Am | okay?" 


"You're beautiful. But yeah, your lips are fine. That lipstick has got to be invincible.’ Tommy snickered, grabbing 
his pen. 


Just as they got back to work, the door burst open, revealing the assistant principle. Tommy heart nearly 


leapt into his throat. Had they been caught? 
"Hello, Mr. Lee - Nikki, is it?" The AP greeted them. Nikki nodded. 


"I just wanted to talk to you about your grading, Mr. Lee - | can't help but notice nearly all your student's 
grades have gone up since you've been put in charge. All | ask is that you don't go too easy on them - | know 


this is your first time, and you're doing splendidly so far. I'm very glad you've come to join us.” 


‘lm very glad to be here as well," Tommy smiled softly. "I've been grading their work the same way Mrs. 
Sullivan instructed me to - however, this is a very easy unit on statistics, so their grades are bound to go up. 


Its probably the easiest unit of the year." 
The AP nodded, smiling. 


"That's quite alright, Mr. Lee - Im proud of your work and the way you've improved, even just with these few 
weeks. I'm glad the kids like you, too. You seem to be more of their friend than their teacher," He spoke, 
motioning to Nikki beside him. "Anyway, I'll get out of your hair so Nikki here doesn't have to stick around 
longer than he's got to. I'm sure you've got things to do, young man" He winked at Nikki, which made the 
student slightly uncomfortable knowing that he'd had his math teacher's cock down his throat not five minutes 
ago. Tommy rolled with it, though. 


"Yep, big test on Friday. Nikki always likes to cram with me so he can strive to be the best in the class." 
Tommy covered over the true ‘He stays after every day because we're in love', answer, smiling falsely at the 


AP. Falsely to Nikki, at least. He knew Tommy's real smile. 


"That's great, Nikki. I'm glad you have such high expectations for yourself. Anyways, l'm gone. Have a good 


night, gentlemen!" He grinned, exiting the room. 
After a second, Tommy slumped back in his chair, gasping. 


‘Oh. My. God. That was way, way too close." 


Nikki nodded, burying his face in his hands. Tommy's arm around his shoulders forced him to look up, his 
boyfriend pulling him in for a tight hug. 


‘| love you." Nikki whispered, pressing a barely-felt kiss to Tommy's cheek. 
‘| love you, too." Tommy murmured in reply, rubbing his back. 


"Fuck. Anyway, let's finish this paper up. | really wanna get out of here now." Nikki frowned, picking up his pencil 


again. Tommy nodded, doing the same. 

"Me too. Fuck, I'm so afraid that we'll get caught. No more going past little kisses while we're here anymore.’ 
Tommy mumbled, starting to jot down notes on Nikki's paper. The smaller boy nodded, swinging his feet under 
the desk 

Tommy helped him walk through the steps for the first problem, showing him what to do before leaning back 
in his chair and blowing out a heavy breath. Nikki went ahead and worked, finishing the sheet in a few minutes. 
He knew how Tommy's behavior worked. Big sighs equal do not talk to him. 

Tommy spoke to Nikki, though, which was a first for when he was in this mood. 

‘lm sorry." 

"What?" Nikki asked, dumbfounded. "| started it. It was literally all me, I'm the one who unzipped your pants-" 
Its not just that," Tommy huffed, closing his eyes and rubbing his temples. "Its everything. It's this 
relationship. | love you so much. I'm sorry | fell in love with one of my students. I'm sorry one of my students 


fell in love with their teacher." 


"Baby, who are you even talking to?" Nikki rested a hand on Tommy's shoulder, concerned gaze meeting 


Tommy's own faraway eyes. 
"I don't know anymore, Nik. l'm just sorry I'm putting you through this." 
Nikki frowned, folding his arms over his chest. 


"Putting me through what, exactly? I'm in love with you. | didn't have to date you, | didn't have to bang you, | 
didn't have to blow you just now. Its just as much me as it is you, babe. And I'm okay with that.” 


"Why, though?" 


"Because | love you. You're the best thing that's ever happened to me, Tommy. Nothing in the world will ever 
change that. I'll be here forever." Nikki smiled somberly, taking Tommy's hand in his and giving it a gentle 


squeeze. 
"Y'know | love you, too, Nikki." 
"Mhm" 

Tommy chuckled. 


"Now, let's get the fuck outta here." 


Twelve 
"Happy birthday Nikki!" 


Midnight on the dot, Nikki woke from his slumber in Tommy's arms with a start to his boyfriend shouting and 
gazing down lovingly at him. 


He had tried to stay up so he could watch the clock flick to his birthday, but had failed miserably. December 
llth was off and ticking, and Nikki now had a hyperactive boyfriend to deal with in the wee hours of the 
morning. He was glad that they had already stripped into their nightclothes, as it left less things to do before 


bed. And bed was now. Tommy thought Nikki looked particularly cute, wearing his boxers and knee-high socks 
with a big button-up shirt. 


"Thanks, love. can we go to bed now?" Nikki yawned, curling back up in Tommy's lap. 
"No, no! What about the birthday cake? The party? The snacks!" 


"Cake later today, Tommy. Party later. Not at midnight. Bedtime." Nikki sighed, standing up on wobbly legs and 
tugging Tommy up with him. They stumbled onto Nikki's bed from their spot on the floor, collapsing together in 
a heap of fluffy dark hair and furry teenager legs. 


Nikki only hoped Tommy that hadn't woken his parents up with his shouting, or that the sound of the bed 
springs hadn't made it sound like they were banging. That was the last thing he needed his mother to walk in 


on, or even just think about. 

"Nikki, I'm not tired" 

"You are so fucking tired. You're acting like you're five, T-Bone. Sleep." Nikki yawned, drifting off with 
adrenalized Tommy trapped in his arms. Eventually, his exhaustion caught up with him, and Tommy, too, fell 
victim to sleep. 

I+ just took a while. 

Nikki woke up around ten, yawning softly and burying his nose in Tommy's soft curls. 

"Good morning, baby." Nikki murmured, feeling Tommy squirm in his arms and turn to face him. 

"Happy birthday, Nik-nok" 

"Thanks, Salami." Nikki rolled his eyes playfully, feeling Tommy regain his dominant position and pull him against 


his bare chest. He snuggled into Tommy's warmth, feeling his boyfriend's hands wandering up and down his 


back. 


They lied for a few minutes in bliss, soft kisses being exchanged until Nikki's bedroom door opened quietly. Nikki 
was glad the comforter was over them so whoever was coming in didn't have to see Tommy getting handsy all 


over his ass. 


It was his mother, who smiled softly and carried in a tray. Nikki sat up, head cocking to the side in confusion 


Tommy sat up as well, yawning. 


"Happy birthday, honey. | made breakfast for you. And Tommy, too, of course." She smiled sweetly, laying the 


tray on the bed. It had two plates full of pancakes and bacon, plus a couple glasses of orange juice. 


"Thank you so much." Nikki grinned, reaching over the tray to hug his mother tightly. She kissed him lightly on 


the cheek before leaving again, closing the door behind her. 


"She's so unbelievably sweet" Tommy laughed softly as Nikki sat back down next to him, tugging the covers up 
over their laps. They ate in content silence, their plates being cleaned quickly. 


Nikki moved the tray on to the floor when they were both done, smiling over at Tommy, who waggled his 


eyebrows. 

Birthday sex?" Nikki suggested, giggling. 

| was going to wait until tonight for that but. we can always do round two later. C'mere, hottie.” Tommy 
snickered, pulling Nikki into his lap. The smaller boy willingly straddled his boyfriend's hips, biting his lip softly as 
Tommy's hands worked magic on his body. 

Tommy slowly undid the buttons on the loose shirt Nikki had donned the right before, exposing his chest. 
Tommy pressed his lips to Nikki's collarbones, dragging his tongue along them and nipping at the sensitive skin 
Nikki moaned in appreciation, hands running through his boyfriend's tangled locks. 

"You're so beautiful" Tommy whispered, staring at up at his lover before connecting their lips in a soft kiss. 


"Please, touch me." Nikki panted softly, feeling Tommy's cock hardening against his thigh. 


"So cute," Tommy laughed softly, removing Nikki's shirt the rest of the way. "Take your boxers off. Leave the 
socks, though. They're kinda hot." 


Nikki did as he was told, settling back on Tommy's lap. He, too, had removed his boxers, leaving them both 
naked save for the socks. Their cocks brushed against each other, dragging a moan out of Nikki that only 


turned Tommy on more. 


| wanna ride you." Nikki murmured, tossing his head back as Tommy's tongue dragged down his chest and 
circled his dusky nipples. 


"In a little bit. | wanna treat you to some fun first." Tommy grinned, moving back up to suck markings all over 
Nikki's chest and neck. The smaller boy moaned and squirmed, feeling Tommy's hands roaming everywhere he 
could touch except his cock. Once Nikki's body was lovingly bruised enough for Tommy's liking, he gently pushed 
his lover down on the bed, crawling between his thighs with a smirk plastered to his lips. Nikki's cock stood 
proudly before him, but Tommy didn't touch it yet - instead opting to tease his boyfriend to the point of 
begging - as if he wasn't open to it already. 


Tommy's lips ravaged Nikki's inner thighs, keeping his boyfriend's legs tucked in close so he couldn't squirm as 
much. Nikki hips jerked as Tommy left love bite after love bite on his soft thighs, standing out brightly on the 
pale skin. His soft gasps only urged Tommy onward, ankles latching behind his boyfriend's head. 

"Mm, want something more?" Tommy teased lightly, breath warm on Nikki's dripping hardness. 

"P-please, Tommy.” The smaller boy whimpered, exposed and open for Tommy's use. 

Its your birthday, baby. I'll do whatever you want. You've just gotta tell me." Tommy snickered evilly, 
unhooking Nikki's ankles as he crawled on top of his boyfriend, lifting up his chin with a finger and looking deeply 
into his lust-darkened eyes. 

| want to feel you." Nikki whispered, hooking his legs around Tommy's hips. 


"Do you still want to ride me?" 


Nikki nodded quickly as if he had forgotten. Tommy allowed him to roll them, flipping their position, and Nikki 


straddled him once more. 


"Let me prep you, baby." Tommy murmured, pressing two fingers against Nikki's soft lips. The smaller boy 
sucked on them for a few moments until Tommy thought they were good enough. Nikki lifted up his hips and 


Tommy inserted one finger, earning a gasp from his lover. 


"You alright?" Tommy gently checked with him, starting to pump in and out. After Nikki nodded he added his 
second finger, going ahead and starting to stretch him. 


‘lm ready, Tommy. | need you." Nikki growled after a minute or so. Tommy pressed their lips together as he 
helped Nikki settle his hips down on his cock, swallowing the younger boy's moans. 


"Bounce, baby." Tommy's hands shifted down to Nikki's hips, squeezing them gently as he felt Nikki tighten as 
he got used to his member inside of him. Nikki did as he was told when he was ready, gently rocking his hips 
and gasping softly. It was unbearably slow for Tommy, but the delectable noises falling past Nikki's lips were 
enough to keep him from flipping them and taking controll. 


Just when Tommy was sure he was about to lose his mind, Nikki slammed his hips down on his cock with a 


cry of pleasure, obviously having found his spot. 


"Yeah, baby! Just like that." Tommy moaned, thrusting up into his boyfriend, helping so Nikki didn't have to do 
all the work. 


"Aw, f-fuck." Nikki laughed softly, breaking off into a moan as he continued to quickly ride Tommy. "I don't think 


Ill ever get used to how you fuckin’ feel.” 
"Maybe it's better that way." Tommy chuckled, smiling as Nikki leaned over to give him a sweet kiss. 


"| love you." Nikki murmured against his lips, eyes closed. Tommy could feel Nikki's trust in him coursing 


through their bodies. 


‘| love you so much, Nikki." Tommy replied softly, kissing him once more before wrapping him in his arms as 


they both started to become desperate for their release. 

Nikki buried his nose in Tommy's neck, panting heavily as he felt the pressure building up. Just in time, 
Tommy's long fingers wrapped around his leaking erection, pumping him to his end. He came with a soft cry of 
his love's name, muffled by his shoulder. Tommy wasn't far after, and soon enough they sat together, a 


panting, sweaty mess. 


"That was nice." Nikki mumbled, slipping Tommy out of him and settling back down on his boyfriend. Tommy laid 
him on the bed, curling up beside him. Nikki sat up for a moment, whipping off the socks. 


"You can't make me keep these on any longer.” 


"That's fine. They were cute while they lasted," Tommy chuckled softly, smiling when Nikki laid back against his 


chest. "Y'know | mean it when | say that | love you." 
"I know," Nikki murmured, the two words sending sparks through Tommy's veins. "I love you, too." 


"IIl never get tired of hearing that.” Tommy smiled softly, closing his eyes and laying his head against the 


pillow. 
"This is already the best birthday ever, and its just barely noon" Nikki giggled. 
"Take a nap, then go downstairs? We'll have a party on our own" Tommy suggested, laughing softly. 


"Baby, it's a party as long as you're there." 


Thirteen 
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The time continued to pass. 


Winter break came and went. A new year rolled in, 198I. The two boys spent every other day at each other's 


places, whether it was chilling and listening to music or going out for lunch and record shopping. 


Their relationship grew stronger and stronger, both men sure they'd get through this tough school-time. Just 


a few more months. 


Spring flowers were starting to bloom when Tommy got a call from his parents that they were coming to visit 
on Friday to see how he was doing and have dinner. They lived about two hours away, and it was a long trip 
for them since they'd be driving. Of course Tommy was happy to have them visit. But there was a just one 


problem. 

Tommy's parents were seriously homophobic. He was afraid of how they'd react to him having a steady 
boyfriend. Of course he had already come out - he was slapped and told that he'd get through this phase. 
What a lie. 

And he also knew that Nikki would want to meet them no matter what. Tommy couldn't let that happen 


Tommy decided not to tell Nikki, keeping the secret of the visit up until two days before. It was starting to eat 
away at him, especially when Nikki suggested going out for dinner on Friday night. 


| can't, babe. Sorry." Tommy sighed softly, feeling Nikki's gaze soften as he frowned from his spot on Tommy's 
lap. 


"Why?" 


"I've just. I've got something going on. Y'know. Busy." Tommy covered awkwardly, hating every word that came 


out of his mouth. 


"You're lying. Why are you lying?" Nikki slid off his lap onto the sofa cushions, cocking his head as he looked at 


him. Tommy couldn't hold his intense gaze. 


"Lim sorry.” 


"Tommy, you can tell me anything. You know that." Nikki murmured, grabbing hold of his boyfriend's hand. 


"My parents are coming to visit” Tommy blurted out. He immediately felt heat burning on his forehead, and he 
couldn't even bear to look at Nikki. 


"That's. that's all? Tommy, itll be fine. Itll be great, actually. I'm sure they'll love me." Nikki giggled. Tommy 
would've thought that it was cute if he wasn't so flustered. 


"No, they won't. You aren't meeting them. You can't." 


Nikki stared at him, puzzled, smile dropping off his face. He looked like a puppy that had just been kicked. 
Tommy felt as if he was shrinking under the weight of Nikki's gaze, the disappointment brimming in his eyes. 


"Baby, I-" Tommy started. 


"Why? Are you ashamed of me? Do you not want them to know you're dating a guy?" Nikki accused, cutting 
him off, folding his arms over his chest. Tommy quickly shook his head, unable to piece his words together to 


make a sentence. 


"N-no! No, baby, it's not that at all, l- |. fuck." Tommy buried his face in his hands, feeling his cheeks heat up 


and his eyes start to water. 


"Tell me what's going on, Tommy. Why can't | meet your parents? We've been together for almost half a year 


now. We're serious, Tom! You met mine so long ago. What's stopping you?" 
Tommy didn't answer, whimpering softly into his hands. He could feel Nikki's mood darken, 


"You're ashamed of me," Nikki concluded, standing up from the couch. "Fine. Whatever. I'm going home. Come 
talk to me if you want to explain yourself and tell me the real fucking reason" He growled, grabbing his jacket 
and shoving his feet into his boots. Tommy couldn't muster a word as he watched Nikki storm out of his 
apartment, slamming the door behind him. He let out a sob as he realized what he had done. 


It was still light thanks to spring's arrival, but the butterflies and scent of fresh flowers only saturated Nikki's 
mood furthermore. The sun shining down on him made his skin burn under his leather jacket, but he didn't 


care. He popped the collar. 


He couldn't believe Tommy's change in attitude. He was so sure that Tommy had only hidden their relationship 
so no one would find out that he was currently dating his replacement teacher, but now it was clear that it 


was a whole other reason altogether. 


Nikki's combat boots crunched against the dirt and rocks next to the road, kicking along a particularly large 
stone as he walked. Despite his anger, he was dying for Tommy to appear outside, calling for him to come back, 


to tell him he was sorry. 


But no Tommy appeared, and Nikki trudged home alone. 


He knew relationships had troubles, and he knew not to give up - of course he and Tommy would fight. But 
this just didn't feel like a fight. This felt like Tommy didn’t truly love him. 


His heart was aching as he pushed open the front door, finding a note from his mother saying that they'd 
gone out for dinner. Without him, of course, as they expected that he was staying over at Tommy's. Not 


anymore. 


Nikki kicked off his boots, stomping up the stairs and throwing himself onto his bed. Alone now, his anger 
subsided, giving way to his other emotions. 


The tears began to prickle his eyes, and he let them loose, racing down his cheeks one after the other. He 
sobbed freely into his pillow, curling his knees up to his chest. His makeup streamed down his face, giving him 
long black markings until he looked like Alice Cooper. 


It had lasted so long. Nikki couldn't wrap his head around the fact that this could be the end. 
If Tommy was ashamed of being with him, Nikki refused to love him. No matter how much it hurt. 


Tommy didn't have any motivation anymore now that Nikki had gone. His absence left a heavy silence, one that 
was usually filled with soft kisses and sweet laughter. He'd only been gone an hour and Tommy already missed 
him desperately. He had been frozen on his spot on the couch since he'd left. 


No dinner for him tonight, no shower. No bed. Bed was too lonely. Bed reminded him that Nikki wasn't in bed 


with him. Tommy curled up on the sofa and fell into an uncomfortable, cold sleep. 


Nikki's parents came home to find him sound asleep on his bed, still fully dressed. Neither noticed the streaks 
down his face, thanks to it being buried in his now-stained pillow. Both were puzzled, but figured he had just 


come home early to do homework or something. 


Nikki's dreams were full of Tommy and he woke in a cold sweat around midnight, growling under his breath 


that he would never love again. 


Fourteen 
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Tommy was being a coward, and he knew it. 

Tommy was putting off the wrong idea to Nikki, and he knew it. 
Tommy was dying inside and he sure as hell hoped Nikki knew it. 


Class with Nikki had been hell the past two days. He ignored him completely, not even answering when he took 
attendance. Tommy always knew he was in class, though, and marked him present. 


Tommy had gotten home just a few minutes ago. He changed into some more comfortable clothes and started 
to set up the apartment for his parents. He had about three hours until they showed up. He could feel his 
anxiety prickling in his veins already. 

Cleaning up the apartment and making the best spaghetti he possibly could. Two hours until they arrived. 
Finding all his best plates and utensils and getting them ready, putting them out and pretending he was rich and 
used them all the time because his parents didn't know his actual salary right now. One and a half hours until 
they arrived. 

Wallowing in misery on the couch over the loss of Nikki in his life. One hour. 

| can't do this anymore." Tommy groaned, talking to himself more than anyone else. He dragged himself to his 
bedroom, sitting down heavily on his bed. He grabbed the phone, fingers trembling as he picked it up and dialed 
Nikki's number. 

It rang four times before his boyfriend picked up. 


"N-Nikki?" 


"What do you want, Tommy? For me to wish you luck tonight?" Nikki snarled, making Tommy feel small and 
afraid. 


"N-Nik, |. Come over. You're having dinner with us and you're going to meet them." Tommy said firmly, fixing 


his shaky voice. 


"No, I'm not. Because there's some big reason | can't meet your parents. Right?" 

Tommy sighed softly, regretting every word he had said during the fight. 

"They're homophobic, Nikki. I'm afraid they're going to hate you. Hate me. Try to make us not be together. I'm 
afraid for you, Nikki. l'm afraid for us. | don't ever want to lose you." Tommy confessed, closing his eyes as he 
blew out a heavy breath. 

Nikki was silent. Tommy was sure he could hear his heart pounding in his throat. 

"| could always just pretend to be your friend" 

Tommy thought for a minute. 

"| don't know. | don't want to lie." 

"Well, you sure didn't have a problem with lying a few days ago." Nikki sneered. Tommy groaned. 

"Baby, I'm sorry. Come over now, | want to talk to you face-to-face." 

"Fine. I'd better get a lot of kisses." 

"Always." 

Nikki hung up after that, wrenching himself off his bed and properly redressing himself in a pair of jeans and a 
Boston shirt. He applied a new layer of makeup to his eyes, grabbing his key for the house and hightailing it 
out the door before his parents could ask where he was going. He hadn't told them about what had happened 
with Tommy, but he knew they assumed they had broken up. They knew Nikki would talk when he was ready. 
He did, however, catch his mother's call of, ‘Stay safel', as he closed the door behind him. 

Excitement pricked his fingertips as he shoved his hands in his pockets, trying to walk slowly so it didn't seem 
like he had a place to be. He kept reminding himself that he was supposed to be angry at Tommy, but the 
prospect of seeing his boyfriend again as his boyfriend lifted his spirits too much. 

He basically jogged to Tommy's apartment. 

Nikki barely knocked on the door once before it flung open and he was pulled inside by the waist. Tommy's lips 
immediately connected with his own and he was met with a crushingly deep kiss as Tommy practically swept 
him off his feet. Nikki felt his boyfriend's hands on his lower back shifting to his thighs, then his legs were 


wrapped around Tommy's hips and he was off the ground. He giggled into the kiss, Tommy waddling them over 
until he could press Nikki's back against the wall and continue. 


After a few minutes of making out, bodies pressed flush against each other, Nikki broke it off with a gasp, 


hands loosely connected behind Tommy's neck. 

"Holy fuck, that's enough kisses for now." He giggled, allowing Tommy to steal one more anyway. 

"Fuck, baby, I'm so sorry. I've been dying without you these past days. I'll never lie to you again, | swear. I've 
never once been ashamed of you or of our relationship. I'm in love with you, Nikki, and | want the whole fucking 
world to know it" Tommy spoke sincerely, voice never wavering once. Nikki felt his eyes starting to tear up 
again. 

‘lm in love with you, too, Tommy." 


He shifted, knowing that Tommy was probably getting tired holding him up against the wall. 


| honestly wish we could make love right now," Tommy laughed, glancing at the clock. "But they'll be here in 
about ten minutes." 


"Am | presenting myself as your.?" 

"Boyfriend? Yeah." Tommy smiled softly, kissing him once more. He nearly dropped Nikki when the phone 
suddenly rang, practically leaping out of his skin He gently put Nikki back on his feet and rushed to answer it, 
knowing that it was probably his parents on that new cellphone they'd gotten, because they can afford crazy 
things like that. 


Indeed, it was his mother. 


"Tommy! So good to hear from you. Are you ready? What apartment number are you?" She questioned. 
Although it was rather friendly, Tommy could feel his heart clenching with worry. 


"l-it's great to hear from you, too, Mom - I'm ready, yes. Apartment 3 dash 89, room number 84 on floor 3. | 
also have someone here I'd like to you to meet. Uh. they'll. be dining with us." 


"A girl? What's her name?" 
"Nikki." Tommy gulped. 


"She sounds wonderful. So glad you grew out of that gay phase. We'll see you in about ten minutes, honey!” She 
hung up, leaving Tommy sweating with anxiety. He put the phone back on the hook. 


"Baby, I'm so scared" Tommy whispered, pulling Nikki into his arms. His smaller boyfriend's nose pressed into 


his neck just like always, a comforting nuzzle that he had sorely missed. 


"It Il be okay." Nikki whispered softly, pressing a soft kiss to his lover's jawline. Tommy whimpered. 


They stayed there in each other's arms, slowly dancing around the room to a song playing in their heads, 


Nikki's head tucked under Tommy's chin. 


Tommy's hands tangled through Nikki's hair, twirling it around his fingers and rubbing at his head gently. Nikki 
moved his head to lock gazes with his boyfriend, chocolatey eyes meeting soft mint. 


"It will be okay." 


They shared one last kiss just as someone knocked on the door. 


Fifteen 


They broke apart with a start, a little gasp escaping Tommy. He quickly smoothed down their clothes, fixing 
Nikki's hair before biting his lip as he trotted over to the door. Nikki gave his hand a little squeeze as he 
turned the knob. 

Nikki stayed behind Tommy as he greeted his parents, breathing labored as he tried to calm himself down 
"H-hey, Mom! Dad, it's so great to see you. Please, come in" 

Tommy's parents entered, his mother in what looked like an evening gown and his father in dress pants and a 
button-down. Nikki immediately felt underdressed, but the fact that Tommy was wearing worn jeans and a Led 


Zeppelin shirt made it a little easier. He slipped back behind Tommy before they could notice him. 


"Hi, sweetie. we're very excited to meet your new girlfriend! Where is she?" Tommy's mother asked, smiling 


brightly. Tommy could feel his heart beating a million miles an hour. 
"|. A-actually.she's. she's not.” Tommy trailed off, voice trembling. His parents stared at him, confused. 


"He's trying to say that l'm not a she," Nikki spoke up, forcing his voice to stay stable. He stepped beside 
Tommy, lacing their hands together at the waist. "I'm Nikki, and l'm in love with your son" 


Nikki stretched out a hand to shake, offered to either of them 
They stared incredulously at him, neither moving to shake. 

After a few seconds, the silence was too much for Tommy. 

"M-mom, Dad. please. just accept me for who | am! | love Nikki, | really do~" 

"How old were you when you told us you were gay, Tom?" His father finally spoke, eyeing Nikki up and down 


"Fourteen, Dad. l'm twenty-one now. Nothing has changed. Being gay isn't a phase, and my love for Nikki 
definitely isn't one either.” 


Nikki felt his heart swelling with these words. Tommy must've felt it, too. He turned to gaze at Nikki lovingly, 
finding his boyfriend staring right back. They dared to exchange a soft kiss, not even holding it for a second 
before their eyes snapped back onto Tommy's parents. 


"Are you sure this is what you want?" His mother asked, voice soft but still heard in the impending silence. 


‘Its not just what | want, Mom; its what | need" Tommy smiled softly, giving Nikki's hand a comforting 


squeeze. 
She blew out a careful sigh, glancing at her husband as if looking for a second opinion. 


“Although | don't particularly agree with it, | suppose you two at least look nice together." She finally said with 
a smile that only seemed half-forced, reaching out to shake Nikki's hand. He, too, reached out once more to 
complete the gesture with a shy smile. Nikki shook hands with Tommy's father before his boyfriend decided 
now was a good enough time as ever to eat. His bright smile lit up the room as he led them into the kitchen 
where he had set up the best table in his house with utensils. A pot of spaghetti was sat on the small 
stovetop, heat on low to keep it warm. 


"| made plenty! You can serve yourself, sauce is right here, nice and fresh from the store. everything should 
be set up! Oh, yes, the wine! Of course | haven't forgotten that wine is your favorite. Red, right?" Tommy 
smiled awkwardly, holding up a bottle of red after his tizzy around the kitchen. He hadn't drank wine in years, 
personally thought it sucked. Nikki agreed, more or less. Beer kicked wine's ass. 


Tonight would sure be fun 


"That was very sweet of you to remember, Tom." His father smiled, grabbing a plate and going ahead and 
grabbing some food While his mother did the same thing, Nikki and Tommy exchanged a quick kiss. 


"I can't believe you're pulling this off" Nikki whispered in his ear, giggling softly. 
‘Me neither, Tommy mouthed in reply, turning back to his parents. He and Nikki grabbed their plates and got 
food as well. They all sat down together, exchanging friendly smiles. Nikki was doing all he could to not make it 


any more awkward than it already was. 


"So, how was the trip here?" Tommy began, nervously spinning his spaghetti. When he picked up his fork, it 
unwound and fell back on the plate. 


His mother sighed softly. 


"You know how it is, dearie. Rush hour traffic, town traffic. Always traffic. But I'm glad we got here in one 
piece. But enough about us.. tell us about you two. How did you meet?" 


Tommy felt panic on the rise once more. Nikki covered for this one, thankfully. 
| was visiting a friend at his college, and we bumped into one another. Who can say, maybe love at first 
sight?" He chuckled smoothly, caressing Tommy's hand on the table. Tommy let out a shaky laugh, rubbing his 


thumb over Nikki's own. 


"The rest is kinda history. His friend at the college helped us get together." Tommy added on to the lie, knee 
jiggling under the table. 


"How sweet!" Tommy's mother gushed as his father watched silently, eating his spaghetti. He almost made Nikki 


nervous. 


Nikki laughed softly, feeling as if the room was closing in on them. He took another mouthful of pasta so he 
had an excuse to stop keep talking. 


Tommy's father finally spoke up. 
"Anyway, Nikki, how old are you?" 

Oh great. He had to talk again 

Nikki quickly swallowed before replying. 


"lim nineteen, turned it a few months ago." He smiled without teeth, fearing that he could have something 


stuck in them. 
"That's nice. You're younger than | thought - you put off an older air. Thats good. Did you have a party?" 
Nikki shook his head, beaming at Tommy's father's praise. 


"Just hung out with Tommy all day at my place; we had cake, too. It was really special.” Nikki grinned. Tommy 


smiled, too. 


Tommy and his parents spoke about his job and how he'd been getting along alone for most of the rest of 


dinner. It was overall a pleasant time, and not nearly as bad as Tommy was afraid of it being. 


"Anyway, let me get those plates. you're staying overnight, yes?" Tommy asked, scooping up their dishes and 
placing them into the sink 


"Yes, it's a bit too late to drive home so far in the dark," His mother glanced out the window. "Hope that's not 


any trouble?" 


‘Of course not," Tommy grinned nervously. "You two can take the bed. I'll sleep on the couch. Nikki, are you 


going to go home?" 


Nikki frowned, suddenly realizing there was no room for him. The best way out was to just go, so not to 


bother them, especially in the morning. 


"Yeah, I'll head out now. Thank you for dinner, baby." He stood next to Tommy, exchanging a soft kiss before 
letting go. 


"No problem, hon" Tommy smiled, giving Nikki one last hug, tucking him into his chest. He hoped his parents 
noticed how perfectly they fit together. 


Both Tommy's parents had stood, and both eagerly gave Nikki a hug, much to his surprise. He shook hands 
with Tommy's father, kissed his mother on the cheek and exited the kitchen, grabbing his jacket and leaving 
Tommy's apartment. He hoped that the night wouldn't be too unbearable for Tommy. He knew how bad the 


sofa was, and it fucking sucked to sleep there. 


Nikki closed the apartment door behind him, zipping up his jacket as he trotted down the stairs and outside into 
the chilly spring night. 


His boots padded softly against the ground as he started the slow trek home. 


Sixteen 


Tommy called him early the next morning. 

Early on a Saturday, which meant it was nine in the morning. 

Nikki yawned as he picked up the phone, still laying in his pajamas in bed. 
"Good morning, baby!" Tommy cheered excitedly. Nikki laughed softly. 
"Good morning, T-Bone. How was last night?" Nikki asked, yawning again. 


‘It was good, actually. Before they left they congratulated us on our relationship and said to make sure they 
were invited to the wedding.’ Tommy snickered, recalling the events of earlier in the day. Nikki blushed, laughing. 


‘lm so glad they approve of us. you had me so fuckin’ worried" He chuckled. 
"Can | come over?" Tommy asked eagerly, his broad smile heard through his voice. 


"Do you even have to ask anymore?" Nikki giggled, sitting up. "lim still in bed, but that's okay. You can come to 


cuddle, because l'm still tired" 

"Lazy." Tommy chuckled over the line. 

"You love me." 

"Indeed | do. Be there in fifteen, babe." 

"Mhm!" Nikki grinned, hanging up and placing the phone back on the hook. He snuggled back under the covers, 
excited for Tommy to join him. Cuddle time with Tommy was nearly better than the sex, whether it happened 
before or after - there was just something about being held against Tommy's strong chest, wrapped in his 


arms - it made Nikki feel at home. 


Tommy knocked on Nikki's house's door after making the short drive, waiting a moment before it opened. He 


found Nikki's mother there, glaring daggers at him. He cocked his head in confusion. 
"Hi, Mrs. Feranna. What's wrong?" 
"You broke Nikki's heart. Why are you back here?" She spoke coldly. Tommy looked aghast. 


"I did nothing of the sort. Go talk to him now, he's in bed waiting for me to come up." Tommy replied, forcing 


his annoyance out of his tone. 


She scowled, but called up to her son anyway. 

"Nikki, Tommy's here. Do you want me to let him in?" 

A yell of, ‘OF course, Mom!, came from upstairs. Tommy smiled smartly. 
Nikki's mother let him in 


"What happened between you two? He completely shut himself in his room for two days, besides going to 


school." 

"We fought a little, but we worked it out yesterday. It was really no big deal. I'm gonna go see him now, if 
that's alright.” Tommy explained softly, trotting up the stairs to Nikki's room. His boyfriend was waiting on the 
bed for him, naked spare for his boxers and high socks. 

"Hiya, cutie." Tommy grinned, closing the door behind him. Nikki opened up his arms, pouting. 


"| missed youl" 


Tommy crawled onto the bed, curling up with his lover. He pressed a soft kiss to his forehead, feeling Nikki 


swing a leg over his hip and pull him in closer. 


"How did you sleep last night?" Nikki cooed, kissing along Tommy's jawline softly. He gently rubbed Tommy's 
back, feeling the knots developing in his muscles and trying to relieve them. 


"You know how the couch is. I'm alright, though - I'm just so happy that they accept that we're in love." 
Tommy admitted, beaming. 


"Im glad," Nikki breathed, smiling softly. "I love you so much." 

"| love you, too," Tommy grinned. "Ready for school this week?" 

Nikki groaned, rolling his eyes. 

"Hell no. But seeing you every day makes it a bit more bearable." He laughed softly. 


"Yeah. I've actually got some new information about that. But you're gonna have to wait until Monday to find 
out" Tommy winked, rolling into his back Nikki slipped on top of him, bellies pressed together. 


"And why do | have to wait?" 


"Because you're still my student, and you're gonna find out when all the others do." Tommy held firm onto his 


good news, hands shifting to the curve of Nikki's back. 
"Mr. Lee." Nikki teased, pouting. 
"Don't." Tommy laughed, pressing a kiss to his boyfriend's lips. 


"What if. for like, an entire month. Every time we have sex, I'll call you Mr. Lee. Unless." Nikki giggled. "You tell 


me what's going on" 

"No, you can't do that to me." Tommy bit his lip to keep from bursting out laughing. 

‘| totally can 

"What if it just turns me on more?" The older man snickered, watching Nikki sit up and straddle his hips. 


"Then you'd be a lot more kinky than | originally thought," Nikki giggled, brushing his bangs out of his eyes. 


"And I'd have to kick it up a notch in class and call you over to my desk a lot more." 

Tommy rolled his eyes, glancing up at his smirking boyfriend. 

"You know that isn't fair. You can do anything to me in that classroom, and | can't fight back." 

"It may not be fair, but it sure as hell is fun!" Nikki laughed, leaning over and kissing Tommy once. 

Tommy held Nikki down against him, breath hot on his neck. 

"But you know, as soon as we get out of school, you're mine. And | can do whatever | want to punish you." 
Nikki breathing hitched, softly biting his lip. 


"And what, exactly, would you do to punish me?" He whispered, excitement coursing through his veins. When 


Tommy spoke, his voice was heavy and dripping with lust, enough to make Nikki squirm. 
"| would-" 


He was suddenly cut off by the door to Nikki's room swinging open. Nikki immediately rolled off Tommy, landing 
beside him and ungracefully toppling off the bed thanks to the momentum. He hit the ground with a thump. 


Nikki's mother furrowed her brow looking upon the room, only seeing a flurry of movement when she opened 
the door. It almost surprised her how fast Nikki had moved from on top of Tommy to the floor. 


"A-are you guys.. okay?" 


"Yep!" Nikki chirped from the floor, sitting up. Tommy sat up as well, hiding the boner he had popped. 
" Well, alright. | was going to ask if you boys were hungry. Your Dad's making burgers for lunch." 
Nikki grinned, climbing back onto the bed as he tried to fix the falling-apart situation. 

"That sounds great! What do you think, T-Bone?" He replied, a bit too cheery. 

"Sounds wonderful, Mrs. Feranna" Tommy smiled sweetly, feeling Nikki scoot over and kiss his cheek. 


"Great, I'll call you when they're ready," She smiled and turned to leave. "Also, guys, if you're doing anything, 
just lock the door." 


She closed it behind her, leaving both boys with pink cheeks. 
"That was interesting.” Nikki mumbled, shaking out his hair. 
"Are you alright? You hit the floor pretty hard" Tommy chuckled, pulling Nikki into his arms. 


"Yeah, I'm fine," Nikki giggled. "Anyway, would you like to tell me now? Or maybe I'll just throw myself off the 


bed over and over again until | do actually hurt myself” 

‘Oh my god," Tommy rolled his eyes. "Fine. It isn't actually good news, but it does mean | get to stay longer. 
Mrs. Sullivan's baby has a few health issues - the baby will be okay, but they need more time. Which means 
your teacher will be out. until the end of the year. | am your math teacher until you graduate." 

Nikki raised his eyebrows. 

"Woah. Well, that's kinda crazy. I'm more than okay with it, though. But we were doing something before that 
I'd like to continue.” Nikki hopped up from the bed, trotting over to the door. "Good time to lock it?" He 


snickered, thumb tracing over the door handle. 


Tommy smirked, rolling his eyes. 


"Go for it.” 


Seventeen 


As March turned to April, Tommy noticed that Nikki was busy after school a lot more often He always came 
over, but it was just later than it had used to be. With the stress and short days of winter behind them, 
spring was a reliever for Tommy, but he still wanted to know what Nikki was doing. So one day, he went ahead 
and asked him. 

Nikki giggled at the question, leaning forward and pressing a chaste kiss to his boyfriend's lips. 

Tommy couldn't help but notice how the childlike fullness of Nikki's face was starting to even out, leaving him 
with high cheekbones and a sharp jawline. His emerald eyes never changed, though - they were as stormy and 
intelligent as ever. He was becoming more beautiful every day. 

"Band practice, baby! Vince and | put a band together. He sings, | play bass - we even got that weird tall kid, 
Mick, to play guitar. Of course, we don't have a serious drummer - he kinda shows up whenever. Honestly, | 
can't even remember his name. | think it's Jack. But he's a total dickhead, so he probably will get kicked out 
sometime soon. Its fun" Nikki beamed. 

Tommy blinked, remembering his high school years and an old band he used to be in 

"I used to drum in a band We weren't any good, though. | bet you guys are amazing. Play any gigs?" 

"Not yet, but we're hoping to soon. Maybe this band will be my big break!" Nikki giggled. 

"You got a band name?" Tommy asked, nostalgia and almost jealously poking cruelly at his heart. 

"Right now, we're calling it Christmas. That name kinda sucks, though, so | dunno. Itll probably get changed." 
Tommy nodded, squeezing Nikki's hand. 

"| like it. td love to come hear you guys play sometime, if that's alright” 

"Babe, Vince, Mick, and drummer boy don't know that l'm dating my math teacher." 

"Aw, fuck. That's right," Tommy rolled his eyes. "Makes me wanna drop outta college, honestly.” 

Nikki laughed, kissing him again. 


"When we play a gig, you can come and no one will think differently of you. Il tell you as soon as we get one." 


"Okay." Tommy smiled softly, feeling Nikki bury into him. His uncomfortable, old couch had become their ‘spot! 
ever since that first night when they watched Dirty Dancing together. It seemed like so long ago. 


Both of them were in just their boxers and each other's arms. Tommy's apartment was unusually warm for 


spring, so he usually walked around in just his underwear, and Nikki quickly fell into the routine as well. 


Tommy's hands stroked along Nikki's bare back, holding him close. He twirled Nikki's dark locks around his finger, 
showering his smaller boyfriend with kisses that left him a blushing, giggling mess. Nikki was easily the cutest 
thing Tommy had ever laid eyes on. 


"So, lovely, when's your next band practice? | could pick you up after, and we could go out for lunch. You could 


just say | was another friend, | don't need to come in and meet them." Tommy suggested, feeling Nikki yawn. 


"Well, tomorrow's Wednesday and we practice every other day. So, Thursday. Is that alright?" Nikki smiled up 


at his lover, planting a hand on his chest. 


‘Sounds great, babe. hey, did you need any help on that homework? You said you were going to do it before 


you came over.” 


"Yeah, it was fine! Honestly, | used to think Mrs. Sullivan was the only person who could save my math grade. 
Obviously | was wrong, because | used to be happy with my C's, but now I'm getting B's and even A’s! I'm so 
happy. Thank you." Nikki grinned, feeling Tommy's broad smile against his cheek. 


"Aw, sweetie. I'm doing the best | can. I'm glad I'm helping your grades, though. you're an exceptionally smart 
guy. Even if you don't end up going to college, because of your band, I'm glad you're getting this stuff down, 


It's important.” Tommy murmured, his pride shining through his voice. 


"You sound like my mom," Nikki snickered. "But yeah, | guess so. | just hope either this band or some other 
band | end up in works out, because | totally can't see myself doing anything else with my life except music. Of 
course, if | end up settling down. well, | never really thought that was a real option until you came along. Now, 
I'm open to it. But | don't know what kind of job I'd ever be doing." Nikki admitted, smiling sweetly. Tommy took 
his face in his hands, kissing him softly. 


"Whatever happens, | will be there with you every step of the way." 
"You mean that?" 


‘Of course!" Tommy laughed softly. "You're my everything. I'll never let you go, baby. We'll get through 
anything and everything together." 


That made Nikki smile brighter than he had all day. 


"| really just don't understand what | did to deserve you. | mean, come on - l'm just a delinquent high schooler 
who fell in love with some extreme college math-nerd smarty pants. plus, on top of that, you're gorgeous. 
Smart and pretty? | can't believe it" Nikki laughed, sliding into Tommy's lap so he could properly look into his 


eyes. 


"No, no. Nikki, baby. Gosh. | wish you could see what | do when | look at you," Tommy murmured, leaning 
forward and resting his forehead against his lover's. "You're the most beautiful person to ever walk this earth, 
y'know. It's all the little things that | really fell in love with; like that special look in your eyes when | tell you 
that | love you, or the softness of your cheeks when | take your face into my palms, or the way you always 
intertwine your fingers with mine first when we hold hands," Tommy sighed softly. "I love the way you bite 
your lip when you get frustrated. | love the way you put on your eyeliner in the morning and how it's perfect 


every time, and | love the way you flip your head upside down when you do your hair because it's super cute." 
"Baby~." Nikki was blushing wildly, hiding his face in Tommy's neck 


"I'm not done," Tommy pressed a kiss to Nikki's head, running his fingers through his hair. "I love your body. | 
love your arms when they wrap around me, | love your cute belly, especially when it presses against mine. | 
love your curves, because we fit perfectly together like a puzzle when we lie in bed. And your thighs and hips 
are super great to hold on to, and to place kisses all over. But you know what | love the most?" Tommy 
chuckled, gently tapping along each of the places he named. Nikki nuzzled into his neck, breathing in his 
boyfriend's sweet scent. 


"What?" 
Tommy sat back a little, running his cool hand up Nikki's shirt and placing it on his chest. 


"Your heart." 


Eighteen 


Author's Notes: 
double update today literally just because i feel like it 


Nikki had secured his first gig with Christmas about a month later, at a small venue towards the middle of 


town. 


Beaming with the news, he hung up the phone and sprinted all the way to Tommy's apartment. He knocked on 
the door, rocking back on his heels. 


Tommy opened the door a minute later, yawning, dressed in just a pair of loose-fitting sweatpants. 

"Hey, baby. Thought you had band practice today?" Tommy opened the door fully and Nikki skipped inside, 
grabbing Tommy's hands and swinging him around after he closed the door. Nikki giggled, leaping into Tommy's 
arms. Tommy, who wasn't prepared for his boyfriend to tackle him, crashed to the ground with a laugh. 
"What's got you so excited?" He sat up, Nikki sliding onto his lap. 

"We got our first gig!" Nikki burst out, grinning widely. 


"That's great, Nik!" Tommy smiled proudly, giving him a strong hug. "Where is it? And when?" 


Its this Saturday night, at that little old club next to the bar. It's gonna be great!" Nikki bounced a little on 


Tommy's lap, causing him to groan 


"Babe, shh. | know you're excited, but calm down a little.” Tommy laughed, scooping him up bridal-style and 


carrying him to his room. 

Nikki pulled Tommy down on the bed with him, pressing kisses along his jawline. 

| love you so much." The bassist giggled, rolling on top of Tommy. 

"| love you, Too. l'm so happy for you and your band. l'm sure it'll work out, you're gonna be amazing. Trust 
me, baby, when you make it, I'll be at every show in the front row. And I'll be the first to buy all your albums 
and all your singles." Tommy's eyes were brimming with happiness, a soft breeze from an open window gently 


blowing his hair over his shoulders. Nikki laughed softly, feeling safe in Tommy's hold. 


"| can't wait until this Saturday." 


"Hey, Nikki? Is Vince here yet?" 

"Yeah, Mick, he just pulled up a minute ago! He's coming in now." 

Their guitarist came into view on the stage, a palmful of tangled wires in his hand. He tossed his long, straight 
black hair over his shoulder, peering past Nikki and his bass case on the floor to see if he could spot their 
singer in the doorway. The vocalist came into view a moment later, blonde locks bouncing atop his head. 

Vince seemed, on the outside, like a polar opposite to Nikki and Mick. He was dressed in tight white jeans and 
tan cowboy boots, a milky snakeskin jacket and a pink t-shirt. His wrists were adorned with silver bracelets 
that jangled with his uppity-class strut. He flashed a platinum smile to match his platinum blonde locks to his 
two friends dressed in black, stark opposites to each other. 


"Hey, guys!" Vince called cheerily, tossing his hair over his shoulder. He jogged the rest of the way down to the 
stage. 


"Merry Christmas." Mick chuckled, hopping off the stage and helping Nikki untangle his amp and bass wires. 
"Anyone hear from Jack today?" Nikki asked, grinning up at Vince. 

"Jack? You mean Mark, our drummer?" Vince furrowed his brow, laughing. Nikki shrugged. 

"Yeah, him. Anyone double check to make sure he's coming?" 

"He told me that he was yesterday in final period,” Mick shrugged. "But ya never know with him. 

Nikki refused to let this down his spirits. 

"Well, | hope he shows. l'm so excited to play a real crowd, man" Nikki glanced up at the clock on the wall. 


"We've got about an hour to set up." Vince spoke, lighting a cigarette and pinning it between his lips, which had 
been done in pink lipstick. He offered one to Mick, who accepted. They knew Nikki didn't smoke. 


Mick lit his off Vince's, blowing it out with a soft sigh. Nikki coughed teasingly. 


"Keep your cancer sticks to yourself. Anyway, is your shit all set up, Mick? I'll go ahead and run my bass 


wires to the speakers if you're done." 
Mick nodded, sitting down on the edge of the stage. 


"The mics are all set up, too. The club did that for us, which was nice. If you wanna test ‘em, knock yourself 


out, Vince." 

The blonde nodded, hopping up on the stage and flicking the microphone on. While Vince tested the microphones 
and warmed up his voice, Nikki trotted backstage and connected up his bass to the club's speakers. He spotted 
a phone in the back, biting his lip. 

Nikki trotted up to the club's phone, dialing Tommy's number quickly. 

"Hello?" 

"Hey, it's Nikki." The bassist murmured, leaning against the wall. 


"Oh, hey babe. Everything okay?" 


"Yeah, but we aren't sure if Jack is gonna show up. Also, | was wrong all along and his name is Mark. But yeah. 


so, | don't know. | hope he does, I'm just kinda worried because he's unpredictable and all that shit." 

Tommy groaned on the other side of the line. 

"Y'know, | could always come up early. if you need a backup drummer.” 

"That's what | was thinking. we're only doing covers tonight, and one original. But | don't want to pressure you 
into it, and | don't want to get us into an awkward situation" Nikki sighed, knowing he had already planted the 
idea in Tommy's mind. 

"You're starting in an hour, yeah? I'll be there in thirty. There's a kit there, right?" 


"Yeah, we rented one. You might just save our asses tonight if Jack- Mark, falls through." Nikki chuckled. 


"Okay, good. Y'know mines at home. Home, home. With the parents. Ha, I'll have to get a new one someday soon 


Anyway, I'll see you there, babe. Good luck!" 
"Thanks, bye." Nikki smiled softly, hanging up. He turned, suddenly face-to-face with Vince. 
"Who were you talking to? Mark?" Vince asked hopefully, excitement shining in his chocolatey eyes. 


"Mark? Oh, Jack. No, sadly. Just a friend who might be able to fill in if drummer boy doesn't show." Nikki 
shrugged, gently pushing past Vince and back onto the stage. 


"Who's the friend? Do we know him?" 


Nikki was getting fed up with Vince's constant energy and peppiness. He blew out a heavy breath, sitting down 
next to Mick on the stage, tossing his feet over the edge. 


"Yeah, you guys know him, but. let's just leave it at that. If we end up using him, you'll know who he is. If not, 
it really doesn't matter.” 


"What's his name?" Vince squatted down next to him, blowing out a smoky breath right into Nikki's hair. Gross. 
"Thomas." 
"| don't know a Thomas," Mick snickered. "What about you, Vince?" 


"Nope" The singer sat fully down with them, swinging his legs over the stage. Nikki groaned. 


"Trust me. You'll know him." 
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Half an hour later, people were starting to come in. Including Tommy. But there was no sign of Mark/Jack, and 


Nikki was starting to feel anxiety pricking at his chest. 


"Is your backup drummer here?" Mick was suddenly behind him, causing him to gasp and disrupt the curtain 
they were standing in front of. 


"He is. I'll call him up if we need him." Nikki was buying his time. 


"Dude, we're playing Toast of the Town tonight. If he's playing, someone has to show him the drumming for 
that song." 


Mick had a point. Nikki hissed under his breath. 
"Fine, hold on" 


He snuck out the stage door into the club, finding Tommy by the bar. He gently grabbed the older man by the 
wrist and dragged him backstage. 


"| can't believe we're doing this." Nikki hissed. 


"| can't believe you don't want me to do this. I'm saving your sweet ass Tonight, hon," Tommy grinned. "Now, 
where's the band?" 


"Tommy, we're all your students." 

"It'll be okay." 

Nikki tried to believe that. He led Tommy backstage to where Vince and Mick where hanging out, smoking. 
"Here he is. | told you that you'd know him." 

Vince stood up, cocking his head. 


"l-is that our math teacher?" 


"Wow, what a motley crew." Tommy snickered, gazing down on his students. Vince furrowed his brow as 


Tommy shook himself out and continued. 

"Hey, I'm Tommy. I'm literally just a college kid, I'm barely two years older than you guys, so chill. For the 
record, l'm a student substitute, and no one is to call me Mr. Lee tonight. Are we clear?" Tommy barked the 
words so fiercely it almost made Nikki's knees weak. 


"Uh, sure. Tommy. You're a drummer?" Mick asked, disbelief shining in his eyes. 


"Yep, and a pretty good one, too. Nikki said that we're playing an original tonight? Can someone show me it so | 
can play it?" Tommy glanced between the three of them. 


"| guess | can drum the best out of the three of us. C'mon" Nikki murmured, leading Tommy off to where 


their kit was. It hadn't been moved to the stage yet, but would be soon 


After making sure all the amps were off, Nikki plopped down and showed Tommy the basics of their song. He 


watched Nikki's movements intently, leaning against the wall. 
After Nikki finished, he glanced up at Tommy. 
"Should | do it again, so you can get it down?" 


"No, | think I've got it. Let me try." Tommy hopped into the seat once Nikki moved, following the same patterns 
and getting it practically perfect. 


"That's great! Now, | just hope you can remember that for the song. You know the rest of our setlist, 


though?" 

Tommy nodded, grinning. 

lm gonna chill back here and practice a few more times before they gotta move the kit. Go hang out with 
your friends, l'm sure they've got some questions." Tommy laughed. Nikki smiled nervously, leaving his 
boyfriend and the kit. 

Mick and Vince were sitting on some disconnected speakers backstage, talking in soft voices. 


"Hey." Nikki presented himself, sitting down next to Vince. The others nodded to him. 


“Tommy's practically got the song down already, he's gonna practice a few more times and then meet us back 


here." Nikki grinned. 


"Cool. say, how'd you get our math teacher to be our drummer, anyway?" Vince snickered, leaning forward on 


his hands. 


"Well." Nikki struggled for an answer. "He's a pretty cool guy, and like he said, he's barely older than us. He's 2l, 


y'know. He's actually been a really good friend to me since he came to the school." 


"That's cool," Mick murmured. "I don't know if I'll be able to get used to this, though. Hope Mark doesn't quit 
the band" 


"Speaking of the band, what did Tommy call us when he walked in?" Vince asked, biting his lip. "I liked it! 
"| think it was a ‘motley crew." Mick grumbled, gazing up at the clock to check the time. 

"Yeah, that! Wouldn't that be a sick band name? Motley Crew." Vince grinned excitedly. 

"| guess so Nikki agreed halfheartedly, wishing he could tell the truth to his friends. 

"Kt kicks more ass than Christmas ever will" Mick laughed. "Let's go for it" 


"And here we have Motley Crew, the hottest band on the Sunset Strip." Vince joked, pretending to be an 


announcer at a concert. 
Nikki laughed. 
"If we make it with this band, we're going straight to LA. | can't wait” The bassist grinned. 


"Hell yeah." Vince threw up horns, already imagining the roar of the crowd. Footsteps behind them echoed, 


announcing Tommy's arrival. He shoved a pair of drumsticks into his back pocket. 


"Hey," He plopped down next to them, stretching. "I think I've got your song down pat. This show is gonna fuckin’ 


rock" He smirked. 


Vince and Mick were still hung up on the fact that Mr. Lee was a cursing rock ‘n roll drummer as well as 


their math teacher. 

"That's great b-, man!" Nikki faltered, kicking himself. No one seemed to notice, though. 

I'm so ready to go on" Vince was bouncing excitedly in his spot. 

"We've still got ten minutes yet" Mick murmured, suddenly lighting up with an idea 

"Hey, we forgot all about doing our stage makeup. Do you have your eyeliner, Nikki? If not, you can borrow 
mine for your marks." Mick fished a black makeup stick out of his pocket, pausing for Nikki's reply before 


heading to the bathroom to draw on his face. Vince already had his stage makeup done, it was just his daily 
pink blush done to the extreme. 


"Nah, I've got mine. Thanks, though," Nikki grinned, grabbing his own eyeliner our of his pocket and hopping up. 
"Do you wanna do makeup, too, Tommy? Mark had a design he was gonna do but he's not here, so." Nikki 
winked. 

"Sure" Tommy laughed, getting up as well and following Nikki into the bathroom around the corner. 

The three of them crowded the mirror as they drew on their faces, abusing their eyeliner. 

Mick drew on his cheekbones and down, coloring it in, making his face look like a skull. Nikki added two lines 
under his eyes, making him almost look like a football player. Lastly, Nikki drew two dark lines off Tommy's left 
cheekbone, grinning at his work. 

"See you guys out there." Mick grinned, exiting, leaving Nikki and Tommy alone. 


Nikki kissed his boyfriend without hesitation, pulling him in for a tight hug. 


| love you. Thank you so much for doing this." He murmured, feeling Tommy's arms wrap protectively around 


his body. 


"| love you more. It's no problem, babe. I'm so excited to have a chance to drum again.. It's been so long since | 
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was in a band" Tommy laughed. 


They left the bathroom after their moment of holding each other, regretfully letting go as they entered 


backstage once more. 
"Ready?" A man wearing a shirt with the club's logo on it popped his head in through a doorway. Vince nodded, 
hopping up from his spot on the speakers. Mick and Nikki grabbed their instruments. Tommy spun a drumstick 


between his fingers. 


"Ready." 
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The set went fantastically. 


Vince introduced them as ‘Motley Crew’, everyone played their parts perfectly, and Tommy nailed the 


drumming, especially on Toast of the Town 


Nikki couldn't hold himself back from leaping on the drummer after they got backstage. Tommy laughed, pulling 
Nikki in for a tight hug as he buried his nose in Nikki's hair. 


"That was so great!" The bassist laughed, dancing him and Tommy around the dimly lit room. 
"You were amazing, Nik" Tommy grinned, twirling Nikki around him. "The crowd loved you." 


"The crowd loved all of us." Mick grinned, entering the room. Nikki and Tommy broke apart, smiling widely at 


each other. 
"That. Was. Amazing." Vince panted as he followed Mick in, a broad smile plastered to his lips. 


"Indeed it was." A new voice sounded behind Vince, and the owner of the voice, a tall man wearing a business 
suit, walked in behind him. Vince hopped out of his way. 


Nikki glanced up at the newcomer in confusion, cocking his head to the side. 

"Who are you?" 

"The name's Eric Simmons, | work for Elektra records," The man handed Vince a card. "| was out looking for 
fresh talent tonight, and you guys may just have what we're looking for, especially with that original song. If 
you can pump out more material like that, stuff that the kids love, then we're willing to offer you a record 
deal. Here's all the information, including my number." He handed Nikki a paper, who took it with trembling 
hands. 


"T-thank you so much, we'll talk about this and get back to you, is that alright?" The bassist grinned 
awkwardly, dying to read the paper but forcing himself to keep eye contact with the smiling business man. 


"That's fine. Take as much time as you need, you have plenty. Have a nice night, gentlemen, and make sure to 


think about my offer." He exited out a door behind them, leaving the boys to put together the events that had 


just occurred. 


"Oh. My god, Tommy. Our first gig, and record companies already want us. This could be our break!" Nikki 


nearly squealed. Tommy put his arm around the bouncing smaller boy to try and calm him down. 
| can't believe it" Vince was beaming, still frozen in place. 
"But we don't have a permanent drummer, guys." Mick groaned, narrowing his eyes as his gears turned. 


"Oh, right." Vince sounded dejected. He sat down on a large amp. "Sucks that you have a job, Tommy. You're a 


much better drummer than Mark" 


"Mark? Oh, Jack. Well, thanks. | feel terribly that l'm just a fill-in.but don't turn him down yet, | might be able 
to do both." Tommy sighed, chewing lightly on his bottom lip as he thought. "I still have a few years of college 
left after this school year before l'm really tied down, so. | guess it could work out." 


Nikki was still clutching onto the paper, finally looking down to skim over what was printed on it. 


"Well, it says here that the deal is open for us until the end of the year, so we do have time to figure all this 
out" The bassist murmured, gently folding up the paper and pocketing it. 


"Yeah, | really hope this all works out. Anyway, | oughta be gettin’ home. I'll see you guys on Monday. G'night" 
Mick retreated from the meeting, exiting out the back door. The roar of his motorcycle could be heard a 
minute later as he tore off into the night. 


"I should be getting home, too. Have a good rest of your night, guys, and thanks again, Tommy." Vince left as 
well, leaving Nikki and Tommy alone in the darkness. Tommy turned to Nikki, pulling him in for a hug. 


"You were amazing, baby. Even if | can't do the band, | know you'll find another drummer. Someone even better 
than me, and you'll make it. You'll be rockstars, all of you." Tommy tried to reassure his boyfriend, but it just 


made Nikki's eyes water. 


| want to do this with you, Tommy. What we felt tonight on stage. it was unlike anything I'd ever felt before. 
It was magic.it was chemistry! We never had that with Jack. Mark. Whatever.. do you know what | mean? 
You're supposed to be in this band, Tommy. | can feel it.” Nikki whimpered, burying his face in Tommy's chest. 
His lover held him close, stroking his hair. 


"It just may not work out, sweetheart. But we'll see. Keep your hopes up high, and I'll do my best." Tommy 
whispered, pressing a kiss to Nikki's head. 


"Can we go home now?" Nikki sounded almost childish, glancing up at his lover with huge green eyes that 
glimmered in the soft lighting around them. 


"Your place or mine?" The drummer murmured, feeling Nikki plant a kiss on his neck 
"Yours, please. My parents figured I'd be going home with you, anyway." 
“Alright. You walked here?" 


"Yeah." Nikki realized how tired he really was after he let go of Tommy, his adrenaline finally starting to die 


down. 


Tommy opened the car door for him and he plopped inside, closing the door before leaning his head against the 


headrest and closing his eyes. 
"Sleepy?" Tommy laughed softly, closing his door and starting the car. 
"Yeah. | can't wait to get home." 


Litte things, like the way Nikki referred to his apartment as ‘home’, made Tommy smile so hard he couldn't 
tear the expression off his face if he tried. He was sure every day he was in love with the man, but every 


day he was convinced he was falling more and more. 
"Nik?" 


A soft snore answered, and Tommy glanced over, seeing his boyfriend passed out in the seat. He laughed softly 
to himself, driving the rest of the way to his apartment building. 


Once they arrived, he parked the car and hopped out. He gently scooped Nikki up, carrying him up all the stairs 
and into his room. Tommy was exhausted by the time he placed his lover on the bed, but he laughed and 
snuggled up beside him. Nikki yawned, sitting up and stretching. Tommy watched with loving eyes as Nikki 
stripped down to his boxers, placing the paper on his boyfriend's bedside table. Tommy followed suit, yawning. 
Their clothes lay in a heap on the floor as they cuddled up to each other, Tommy gently holding Nikki to his 
chest. 


"Thank you so much for tonight. you were amazing. | love you." Nikki yawned before passing out on Tommy's 
chest. His boyfriend chuckled softly, murmuring his reply and kissing Nikki's head before closing his eyes and 


allowing himself to sleep, knowing Nikki was safe in his arms. 
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Band practices continued, but Nikki didn't book any more gigs since they didn't have a full-time drummer. Mick 
proposed a spelling change in the band name, and after some arguing over the changes, the band was renamed 
Motley Crüe. Things began to look up as Nikki wrote more songs, a few of them being titled Public Enemy +l, 
Live Wire, and On With the Show. And time rolled on. 


Tommy improved with his teaching, and he noticed the grades in his classes skyrocketing. No AP ever came to 
speak to him about it again, and he couldn't have been prouder of his work. He just hoped his parents were 


happy, too. 

Nikki was happier than he had been in years. He and Tommy went out more, because Tommy had gotten a 
raise. Nikki had even gotten a job at the roller rink, but it hadn't lasted long when the place shut down a month 
after he got the job. Oh, well. Nikki was still proud that he had held the job until the end, and made some extra 


cash. 


It was about halfway through May when an anonymous note was slipped into the school office, telling of a 


suspicion between an algebra teacher and a fellow student. 


Someone had been suspicious, and now the school was looking into Mr. Lee's relationship with one of his 


students, by the name of Frank Feranna. 


Nikki could sense that something was wrong when he walked into school after a three-day weekend. Tuesday 
morning, and everything had seemed alright until fourth period. 


There was a school official sitting in the back of the room, who wrote something down immediately after Nikki 


walked into the room. He sensed they were watching him. 
Nikki dropped off his things, wandering over to Tommy's desk. The official took note of this. 


"Hey, Mr. Lee. what's he doing in the back of the room?" Nikki asked, trying to remain calm as he felt the 


official's eyes burning into him and Tommy. 


"Nikki - | have no idea l'm on the verge of panicking. l'm afraid they know about." Tommy made a face, biting 


his lip. "Go sit down. Don't talk to me today until you're at my place." 


Nikki nodded, heading back over to his seat. He did as Tommy told him, and did not speak to him the entire 


period, even when he needed help on the work. He tried his best, but by the end of the period, did not finish 
his worksheet. It was more his anxiety getting to him than it was not knowing how to do the work. 


Nikki thought he was going to faint when he walked into study hall eighth period and the same official was 


there again. 
He sat as far away from Tommy as possible, not even greeting the man as he entered the room. 
Meanwhile, Tommy was scared stiff. 


He forced himself to read all period, but when the final bell rang, he realized he had gone through thirty pages 


and did not remember a word he had read. 


Tommy watched as his class gathered their things and exited the room. Nikki tossed a sad glance his way 


before making his way out and beginning the walk home. 


The official stood once everyone had left, making towards the door. Tommy thought he was leaving, and began 
to clean up his desk and grab his bag. 


The official shut the door and pulled a chair over, sitting in front of Tommy's desk. Tommy was sure his heart 


was beating so loud, the other man could hear it. 
"Yes?" Tommy forced out, smiling falsely at the official. He smiled back. 


"Hello, Mr. Lee. My name is Mr. Barker. | was sent to watch your classes with the student. Frank Feranna?" He 


glanced down at his paper as he read the name. 
"He prefers to be called Nikki." Tommy knew he shouldn't have said it, but he couldn't stop himself. 


"Mhm." Mr. Barker nearly scowled at this. "Well, | was sent to watch your classes with him because our office 
got an anonymous note saying that you might be having a.relationship, of sorts, with him." 


Tommy froze, telling himself over and over again to stay calm, but he began to sweat anyway. 

"What did the note say?" 

| have it here." The official handed over a crumbled piece of paper, written on in messy, student's handwriting, 
/As a student observing their actions, | think Mr. Lee may be having an affair with one of his students (Frank 
Feranna). Frank is in Mr. Lee's 4th period math, and | think another class, but | don't know. | really believe l'm 


right on this. For the sake of us students, please look into this./ 


Tommy inhaled deeply, running his fingers through his hair. What now? 


The official was glaring at him. 


"Now, Mr. Lee - we're aware that you're only twenty-one, and Feranna is nineteen, so the age isn't a problem. 
Yes, you may be just a college student, but these are unfortunate circumstances. If you weren't teaching 


Feranna, there wouldn't be a problem here. But you are, so now we need to figure this out” 

Tommy placed the note back on the desk, trying his best to hold eye contact with Mr. Barker. 

"Would you like to explain exactly what kind of relationship you have with Feranna?" 

Tommy sighed deeply, closing his eyes before he spoke. 

"Yes, it's true. | /am/ dating him, but we keep it to strictly out of school. None of this was against his will, 
mind you. But it has never once caused favoritism in any class, and | treat him the same way | treat any of 
my students. In reality, both of us are students and-" 

"That's all | needed. I'll be speaking to the rest of the office about this, and we'll decide what to do about you," 
Mr. Barker stood, tucking his clipboard under his arm. "Do not be surprised if you never teach for Feranna 
again, or in general, teach." 

With that, he exited the room, leaving Tommy nervous enough to throw up all over the floor. He shook himself 
off and shouldered his bag, hightailing it to his car. He pulled out of the school and nearly sped to his 


apartment. 


Tommy swore he had never run up the stairs faster as he unlocked his door and dashed to the bathroom. He 


bent over the toilet and vomited. 


About ten minutes later, Tommy heard his apartment door click open. He knew the only other person who had 


a key was Nikki. 
His boyfriend found Tommy over the toilet, weak and trembling. 


“Tommy! Baby, are you alright?" He quickly crouched beside him, holding back his hair for him. Just seeing Nikki 
made Tommy start again. Nikki rubbed his back gently, whispering loving words to him. 


"Nikki, they know about us." Tommy coughed out before he threw up again, tears ripping down his face and 
landing in the toilet. 


Nikki closed his eyes, feeling panic start to rise in his chest. He forced himself to focus on Tommy, though, and 
sunk to his knees. He gently held Tommy around the waist, pressing a kiss to the burning-hot skin on the back 
of his neck. 


tll be okay. We'll get through this." Nikki whimpered, although he wasn't sure if he believed it himself. 
"l'm so fucked, you're so fucked, oh my god." The drummer cried, hanging his head. 


After a moment, Tommy stood up, gently removing Nikki from his shaking body. He flushed the toilet and 
washed off his face, practically dunking his entire head under the cold faucet. 


"How do they know?" Nikki asked, pulling Tommy up from the faucet by his hair. 


“Someone gave them a fucking anonymous note. And we were so good in school! We weren't doing anything 


suspicious!" Tommy screamed, hands tearing at his hair. 


Nikki stepped back against the wall, letting Tommy grasp onto the counter and bend his head back under the 


sink 
"Baby, please-" 


"Go in the other room, Nikki. I'll be there in a minute. Let me calm down before | do something that I'll regret." 


Tommy growled. 


Nikki did as he was told, sitting down on the couch and burying his face in his hands. He cried softly to himself, 
wiping his tears with his shirt. 


He felt an arm around his shoulders a moment later, and he was pulled against a strong chest. Nikki glanced up 


at Tommy, eyes wet and reddening. 


Tommy kissed him softly and lovingly, pulling him into his lap. He wrapped his arms around Nikki, holding him 


close. 

"No matter what happens to us, I'm yours." Tommy murmured, wiping away his own tears. 
"And I'm yours." Nikki whimpered, feeling Tommy intertwine their fingers and squeeze his hand. 
"| love you." 


"| love you." 


Twenty-Two 


Author's Notes: 
happy easter y'all 


"Tommy, | don't know if | can go in today." 


Nikki had called his lover first thing the next morning. He was sitting on his bed, ready to leave, but with no 


motivation to do so. He was terrified. 

"IF I'm going in, you're going in. And | am. We have to take this together, no matter what it is." 
His boyfriend's deep voice calmed him, and he closed his eyes as he took in a heavy breath. 
"Fine. | love you." 

‘| love you, too." 


Nikki hung up, burying his face in his hands. He hadn't told his parents. He couldn't. He had even lied to them 


about how he and Tommy had met. He was truly alone. 


Nikki forced himself up, grabbing his bag and making his way to school. He dragged his feet and still made it on 
time, sadly. 


As soon as he walked in to the building, a tall man in a suit gently grabbed him by the wrist and led him to 
the office. His heart began to race. 


He spotted Tommy already sitting there, face hidden in his palms. Nikki almost let out a sob, but held it back. 


Nikki was seated in the office, forced to sit away from Tommy. It scared him. He wanted to be reassured by 


the other man that it would be okay, but Tommy refused to look up. 


Once they were left alone, the hallways began to filter out. Morning announcements started to play over the 


loudspeaker. Tommy looked up, tears running down his face. 
"I'm so sorry. This is all my fault.” 


"How is it your fault? Its just as much mine." Nikki grumbled, moving into the seat next to Tommy. The older 
man leaned over and sobbed into Nikki's shoulder. 


Tommy felt the same way as he did in elementary school, when he was brought to the principle's office for 
drawing on his desk on purpose too many times. He was afraid. He felt small and cornered. He felt guilty. But 
this was no referral. 


Nikki forced himself to keep his head up and his eyes dry. After a few minutes of nothing but Tommy's 
sobbing, he couldn't help it anymore. The tears raced freely down his soft cheeks, his eyeliner running with 


them. 
It was just then that the school's principle walked into the room, beckoning for them to come with him. 


Nikki gently bumped Tommy, and they followed the principle into his office. His name tag spelled Mr. 
Wasserman. His eyes, behind his glasses, were soft, almost pitiful. But they hardened once he began to speak. 


"You boys are here for a very serious reason. Mr. Lee here has told the truth and said that you, indeed, are 


having a relationship. Is this true, Mr. Feranna?" 

Nikki scowled, trying to keep his attitude out of his voice. 
‘It is." 

"And Mr. Lee?" 

‘It is." Tommy was trembling under the weight of his gaze. 


"Now, | understand that, technically, you're both students. You are not truly his teacher, but - on account on 
the fact that you're teaching him as his professor, this is how we have had to address the issue. We spoke to 
your college last night, Tommy. although now, it is not as much of a problem as it would be if you were a 
fully graduated teacher, they have said that if you do this once, there is no force stopping you from doing it 
again. Now-" Mr. Washerman held up a finger when Tommy tried to protest. He fell back in his seat with a 
huff. 


"Your college has said that they are expelling you, and that you are blacklisted from ever becoming a teacher." 


Tommy felt the mood in the room go from bad to worse. He sunk into the chair, closing his eyes as he 


processed his punishment. 


"As for you, Mr. Feranna. well, lets face it. You're nineteen, you're graduating this year, you're an adult. You 
can make your own decisions. There isn't any use in punishing you if Mr. Lee is no longer in the building, and we 
want you to leave this school with your best chances to. do whatever you plan to do. So, we'll be giving you a 
free pass on this one. Do not take this for granted." 


Nikki shook his head quickly, sitting forward. 


"N-no, that isn't fair, he's getting expelled from college, and I'm getting off free? It was just as much me as it 
was him! That's not-" 


"Mr. Feranna, stop talking. This is our final decision. Go to first period Mr. Lee, go home. You're dismissed from 
work Good luck with your life" The words seemed almost sarcastic as the two men stood and pushed their 
chairs in, exiting the office. 

They paused outside the door, the air heavy around them. Tommy huffed, leaning against the peeling wall. 


"Are you-" 


lm not going to first period," Nikki finished before Tommy could start, grabbing him by the hand. "Let's get 
the fuck outta here. We've got better places to be." 


They walked out of the school hand-in-hand. 


They ended up in Tommy's car, but no further. Tommy broke down sobbing on Nikki's shoulder. 


"Baby, | can't believe this. my parents, they paid for my college. it was so expensive. Nikki, we have to tell 
them the truth. All of them." Tommy cried, feeling his boyfriend stroking his hair. 


"I-I know.. |. Fuck. | don't know what to do." Nikki closed his eyes, allowing the tears that had been building up to 


roll freely down his cheeks. 
"| can't believe this" Tommy repeated, grabbing onto Nikki's hands and holding them tightly. 
"Neither can |." 


"Oh my god, the apartment. | need to get a job, and fast." Tommy realized with a gasp, gazing up worriedly at 
Nikki. 


"I still have a few hundred bucks from the roller rink | can give you that for now, if it helps." 


"That would help loads but | can't take your money, babe." Tommy refused, sitting up and leaning back in his 
seat. 


itll help. It's yours, I'll grab it when we go to my place. Anyway. where could you go to work for now?" 
"| don't know." Tommy replied, voice cracking. 


"l'Il get a job again, too. You said we could move in together after | graduate. | might as well start helping you 


pay for the apartment now. | will be later, anyway." Nikki shrugged, resting his head on the seat. 


"I can't make you do that, baby. | was supposed to be able to pay for it all on my own, even when you moved 
in. | was gonna be the best damn boyfriend you'd ever seen | was gonna take care of you and me and 
everything. | was gonna be a teacher and have a steady wage. We were gonna have a future together, maybe 
even get married. Or adopt a kid. Move into some big house and raise a family. It was going to be amazing." 
Tommy whispered, forcing himself to stop crying as the tears started to build up again. Nikki reached over and 
grabbed his hand. 


"It still can be" 


Twenty- Three 


Author's Notes: 
comic relief ? 


They were back at Tommy's apartment, laying on the bed, just thinking. Tommy's emotions were in a whirlwind, 
and he felt as if he was being pulled in a million different directions. Nikki, on the other hand, was trying his 
best to find a logical solution to their situation 

"Tommy?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Tommy. You're free to join the band now." 

Nikki sat up as he realized this, reaching over to Tommy's bedside and snatching the folded paper off the table. 
| have a record deal in my hands, baby. This could be our chance." Nikki read the paper over again and again 
Tommy sat up, tired of wallowing in his misery. 

"Not only that, this may be our /only/ chance." Tommy mumbled dejectedly, pulling Nikki into his lap. 

"What if we really make it?" 

"Then we never have to look back on this again" Tommy murmured, gently rubbing Nikki's belly. 

"Yeah, yeah. l. | gotta talk to Vince and Mick. Oh my god. They're gonna notice that neither of us were in school 
today. | gotta call Vince." Nikki scrambled to Tommy's phone, starting to quickly dial his friend's number before 


he remembered that Vince, too, was in school. He'd have to wait and hope. 


"Ugh, fuck. We have to wait until school is out" Nikki flopped back onto Tommy's bed, curling up next to the 


taller man. 
"Nikki?" He murmured, stroking his lover's hair. 


"Yeah?" 


‘| love you so much. Never forget that, no matter what becomes of us." 


"We aren't going to die, Tommy," Nikki snickered. "Worst comes to worse, we both live with my parents until 


we can get back on our feet. How long do you have before the next payment is due on this place?" 
"| pay every month, so we've got about two weeks. Itll be around $100 bucks, but I've still got a lot left in 
the bank, and | should be okay for a little while now if | don't find a new job." Tommy murmured, closing his 


eyes. 


"You ever gonna eat? Buy gas for your car?" Nikki laughed nervously, rubbing Tommy's chest. "You gotta 
remember all the other shit." 


"Fuck. You're right." Tommy sighed, rolling his eyes. "I just want to sleep and wake up and realize this was all a 
bad dream." 


"Well, we can't do the last part. but we can do the first. Nap, then ponder solutions?" Nikki giggled, pushing 
Tommy flat onto the bed. He snuggled up to his boyfriend with a soft sigh as he closed his eyes and willed 
sleep to come. 


"Yeah. | love you, Nik" 


"Love you, too, Tom." 


"I'm calling Vince now." 
"Mmkay." 


Nikki hopped up from the bed, snatching up the phone. He punched in the singer's number quickly, waiting as it 


rang. A moment later, someone picked up. 

"Hello?" 

"Vince? Hey, it's Nikki.” 

"Hey. Dude, where were you today? Mr. Lee was out, too, which was weird." 

"I know," Nikki laughed nervously. "I'm actually at his place now. Okay, the damage is done, so let me just get 
this through - | may or may not be dating our ex-math sub? | can say this now because.heh. we got caught 
and now he's fired and kicked out of college. We're fucked on every level. But!" 


"Hold on, hold on. what the fuck did you just say? You're dating our math teacher? For how long?" 


"Okay, shut up, I'm doing my best over here," Nikki snapped, rolling his eyes. "Yes. A little over half a year. 


Now, what I'm saying is - he's out of a job. Who knows or cares about our next substitute - Tommy is free 


to join the band." 

Vince was silent on the other line, apparently processing everything he had just been told. 
"So. What you mean to say is that you've been fucking our math teacher. Yeah?" 
"No, he fucks me. Oh my god, stop getting off topic." Nikki hissed. 

Meanwhile, Tommy was losing his shit on the bed. 

"That's kinda kinky, Nik. Do you call him Mr. Lee in bed? Or Professor Lee?" 

"No, | do not fucking. oh my god. Can he join the band or not?" 

"Of course!" Vince laughed. "Can | talk to him?" 

Nikki put the phone against his hand. 

"Vince wants to talk to you." 

"Give it here," Tommy laughed, scooting forward and grabbing the phone. "Hello?" 
"You've been fucking Nikki in the ass?" 

Tommy burst out laughing while Nikki pouted and crossed his arms over his chest. 


"Indeed. Now, is there anything else you wanna know? Perhaps information | can give you to use against him?" 


Tommy snickered evilly, feeling Nikki behind him, ready to tear the phone out of his grip. 
"Yeah, yeah! Whatcha got?" 
"Well. sometimes in bed, he squeals-" Tommy screamed as Nikki leapt on him, ripping the phone from his hands. 


"I do not!" Nikki yelled into the phone, hearing only Vince's hysterical laughter on the other side. Tommy quickly 
regained the phone, protecting it like his newborn child. 


"Holy fuck! What else you got?" 


"He moans like a whore, and it's really hot!" Tommy screamed into the phone as Nikki tried to take it away 
from him again, both of them falling off the bed and rolling onto the floor, still wrestling over the phone. 


Vince's laughter only got louder as the sounds of screaming and fighting sounded over the speaker. 


"What a model relationship!" He joked, hoping his mother didn't walk in and ask who in the fuck he was talking to. 


"That is fucking it!" Nikki yelped as Tommy pinned him to ground, falling flat on top of him, his knees holding 
Nikki's thighs down. The bassist grabbed the phone off the floor, panting. 


"I. Do not. Moan like a whore." He gasped, biting his lip as Tommy's lips met his neck, sucking roughly. 

"If you don't moan like a whore, what's this?" Tommy murmured lowly, lips moving to Nikki's sweet spot and 
latching on cruelly. The smaller man moaned loudly, right into the phone, before breaking off into a scream and 
pushing Tommy off him. 

"IIl talk to you later, Vince!" He shouted, slamming the phone back on the hook with a gasp. 

Tommy grabbed him around the legs and pulled him back onto the floor, pinning him down again 


"You. bitch!" Nikki panted, laughing. 


| wanna wrestle with you more. Just. naked" Tommy chuckled, one hand running up Nikki's shirt, lifting it up. 


He sat on Nikki's hips, leaning down and suckling kisses all over his boyfriend's chest and belly. 

Nikki moaned softly, hands running through Tommy's hair and twirling it around his fingers. 

"At the very least, don't fuck me on the floor. Take me on the bed" Nikki gently pushed Tommy away. The 
drummer scooped his boyfriend up and tossed him onto the bed. Nikki nearly bounced off the other side, but 
held on. 


Tommy leapt on top of him, kissing him deeply as Nikki clutched onto his back. 


"Baby." Nikki murmured, resting his head back against the pillow, hair unfurling out behind him. Tommy never 
thought he'd looked more beautiful than just then 


"Yeah?" The taller man asked softly, kissing him once more. 


"Make love to me? It's been far too long." Nikki giggled softly, spreading his legs for Tommy to get closer. With 
a breathy sigh, Tommy nodded, pressing one last kiss to Nikki's plump lips. 


"Yeah." 


Twenty-Four 


Author's Notes: 
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"Oh, god." 


Nikki whimpered as Tommy sat back on his haunches, cool hands slipping up his shirt, deft fingers playing with 
his nipples and stimulating them one at a time. The smaller boy raised his arms above his head as Tommy 
tugged his shirt off gently, soft lips connecting to his collarbone as he wriggled below Tommy. The drummer's 
mouth trailed along Nikki's body, pressing suckling kisses on his chest and belly. Tommy's hands rested on the 
curves of Nikki's sides, holding him down against the bed. His thumbs rubbed circles on Nikki's lower torso as 
he sucked roughly on Nikki's chest, leaving wet, darkened bruises behind. 


Tommy dragged his tongue up his lover's body, swirling it around Nikki's right nipple before crawling completely 
on top of his boyfriend, pressing their lips together. Nikki gasped as Tommy pinned his arms above his head, 
kissing back hungrily and shoving his tongue into Tommy's mouth. He bucked his hips into Tommy's, crying out 


against his lover. 


Tommy crawled off of Nikki for a moment, hopping off the bed He rummaged through his bedside drawer, as 
if looking for something. 


"Baby.?" Nikki gasped, voice already wrecked. He urgently bucked his hips on the bed, one hand daring to move 
down his body and rub the throbbing bulge in his jeans to try and temporarily satisfy his craving. Tommy 
glared at him, reaching over to the bed and slapping his hand away. 


"Don't. You sit there and wait for me." His voice had sunk a full octave, sending shocks through Nikki's gut and 
straight to his blood-filled cock. 


"0-okay." He whispered, keeping his hands at his side, the tightness of his jeans nearly hurting him. A moment 
later, Tommy returned to his place on top of him, something hidden in the hand behind his back. 


"W-what do you have?" Nikki asked softly, almost afraid. 


"Shh. trust me, baby," Tommy murmured, caressing Nikki's cheek. "Roll over. Close your eyes, put your hands 


behind your back" 
Nikki did as he was told, whimpering as he heard the jangle of metal. 


"Christ 


Tommy clipped something around his wrists. There was the sound of a lock, and suddenly his wrists were 


trapped behind him. Nikki opened his eyes, finding himself handcuffed behind his back. 


"Wh- Where did you even get those?" Nikki giggled, temporarily breaking the atmosphere. Tommy sat back on 
his heels, chuckling as he swung the key around his finger before dropping it on the bed next to him. 


"Sex shop. Whaddya think? | was a college student, not a jailbird” Tommy laughed, trailing his finger down Nikki's 


spine. 
"Mim," Nikki laughed, still looking over his shoulder. He felt Tommy's hand moving down his back reach his 
denim-clad bottom, slipping his hand into his back pocket before squeezing his plump ass roughly. "You buy 


anything else while you were there?" 


"Maybe. But that stuff is for another time." Tommy laughed darkly, running his hands up Nikki's sides. His 
boyfriend squirmed, thrusting his hips against the bed. 


"Fuck, c'mon. Stop teasing." Nikki growled, struggling in the handcuffs. 


"Have | ever mentioned how cute your butt looks in jeans?" Tommy laughed, leaning over and kissing his 


boyfriend on the cheek. Nikki groaned, wriggling beneath him. 
"Hey, hey. calm down" Tommy murmured softly, gently forcing Nikki's face into the pillow and his hips high in 
the air. He reached around and undid his jeans, his boyfriend hissing as his straining cock was finally freed. 


Tommy shimmied Nikki's jeans down, tugging his boxers along with them. 


Nikki remained bent over, naked on the bed, ass exposed above him to Tommy. He shivered as the cool breeze 


of the overhead fan brushed his hot skin. 
Tommy sighed softly, moving Nikki's thighs apart and spreading him. 


"You look so fucking beautiful like that." He breathed, just barely running his hand over Nikki's burning body. 
The bassist whimpered under his touch, trying his best not to squirm. 


"Please, take me, Tommy." 


"Not yet." The older man laughed softly, kneeling behind Nikki. He ran his hands up and down Nikki's pale inner 
thighs, biting his lip as the smaller boy gasped. 


Tommy sat back, realizing he was much too clothed for this. He tore his shirt over his head and quickly undid 
his jeans, stroking his hard length a few times before removing his pants as well as his boxers. Tommy 


smirked, focusing his attention back on his needy boyfriend. 


The drummer returned to his spot behind Nikki, leaning down and breathing teasingly onto his lover's entrance. 


Nikki let out a muffled moan, face buried in the pillow, hands still behind him. 


Tommy lapped at Nikki's hole, snickering when the bassist yelped into the pillow. He planted his hands on Nikki's 
ass, gently spreading him as he pressed his tongue inside. Nikki gasped, sweat beading on his forehead as 
Tommy began to thrust his tongue in and out of him. He felt his cock swelling between his spread thighs as 
his boyfriend continued to eat him out. 


"F-fuckl" Nikki squealed as Tommy removed his tongue and inserted a finger instead, beginning to stretch him. 


"Shh, it's okay. | won't hurt you." Tommy murmured, pressing a kiss to the small of his lover's back as he 


added another finger, thrusting steadily. 


"I-I know." Nikki whimpered, squeezing his eyes shut. Tommy had never taken him from behind before, but he 
was willing to try anything, because he trusted him. 


After a few more minutes, Tommy figured Nikki was prepared enough. He spit on his hand, lubing up his 
swollen cock once more to make sure he wouldn't hurt the smaller man He lined himself up, resting the 


purplish head against Nikki's abused ass. 


Tommy situated one hand on Nikki's hip, and one latched gently in his hair. The bassist moaned in reply to the 
light tug. 


"You ready?" Tommy asked softly, giving his hip a reassuring squeeze. 
"Yeah, please, baby. give it to me." Nikki replied, voice harsh from his rough gasps. 


Tommy pushed the tip in with a soft moan, shutting his eyes as he gently slid himself in to the hilt. After he 


didn't move for a moment, Nikki pushed up against him, panting. 


"C'mon, fucker! You made me - ngh - wait so long for this.” Nikki growled, voice smothered by the pillow. 


Tommy laughed softly, leaning over him and kissing his back. 


"I know, | know. You just feel so fucking good" Tommy groaned as he pulled out nearly all the way, slamming his 


hips back in. Nikki screamed in pleasure, wriggling his hips. 


"You're so close, just. just over a little- fuck! Yes!" Nikki cried as Tommy slammed into his prostate, thrashing 


his head on the bed. "Again! Fuckin’ hit it again!" 


"Oh my god, Nikki. You're so fucking. tight!" Tommy gasped, his breath hot against Nikki's sticky skin. He 
straightened back up again, propping himself up on one foot as he thrusted again, harder this time. Nikki 


moaned in approval, learning Tommy's rhythm as it sped up and slamming his hips back against his lover's. 


After a few minutes, Tommy reached out, feeling for the key. He grasped onto it, hidden in the rumpled 
bedsheets, pausing his thrusting. The smaller man made a confused noise as Tommy stopped thrusting, 
wriggling his hips impatiently. A moment later, Tommy unlocked Nikki's hands. Nikki sighed in relief as he finally 
lowered his arms, stretching. Tommy tossed the handcuffs and key onto the floor, leaning over and grabbing 
Nikki around the chest and waist. He gently brought his lover up so he was sat on his lap, his back to Tommy's 
front, feet reaching awkwardly behind his boyfriend's body. 


"Are you okay?" Tommy murmured before he started again, feeling Nikki begin to bounce, thick thighs spread 
broadly across his lap. 


"Yeah, duh, now. go!" Nikki choked out, rocking back and forth on Tommy's lap. The older man moaned loudly, 
one hand staying around Nikki's torso to keep him steady while the other began to pump his leaking cock, 


earning a scream from his lover. 


Tommy once again began to thrust into Nikki's tight heat, the closeness of their bodies becoming too much to 
bear for the both of them. Tommy felt the muscles in his abdomen tightening as he lost control, fucking Nikki 
with all he had to give. The bassist cried and screamed above him, running his hands through his own messy 


hair and yanking at it. 


Nikki finally came as Tommy found and slammed roughly into his spot once again, his cum staining Tommy's 


dark bedsheets, but neither man cared. 


As Nikki came, he tightened even more around Tommy, tearing his release out of his pulsing cock He moaned 
deeply and emptied his load inside of his boyfriend, biting down on Nikki's shoulder as he rode out his orgasm. 
Nikki hissed and squirmed at the warm sensation forcing its way deeper inside him. A moment later, they both 
came down to Earth, skin sticking together with sweat and heat. The fan blowing on high on the ceiling could do 
nothing for them now. Nikki rested his head back against Tommy, chest heaving for air. 


"Fuck. | feel so full." 


Tommy threw his head back, groaning loudly at these words from Nikki. The smaller boy's voice was totally 
destroyed, and his breathing was labored. He was so tired, he almost didn't even want to get off Tommy's 


now-soft cock. 


"Oh. My god" Tommy hissed, hands planted on Nikki's soft hips. He gently helped Nikki off him, laying him down, 
tucking away the stained sheets at the end of the bed. 


"That was so. fucking amazing." The bassist murmured, laughing weakly as Tommy flopped down beside him, 


taking him in his arms. 


"Oh. hell yeah, it was. I've never cum so fucking hard," Tommy snickered, pressing a soft kiss to Nikki's sweaty 


forehead. "You were so damn good, baby." 


"You were better." Nikki yawned, pressing his lips to Tommy's before his boyfriend could lay his head back 


down. 


Now that their highs were winding down, the reality of what had happened was starting to sink in 


"Why do we fuck the best when the worst shit is happening to us?" Nikki laughed, resting his head on Tommy's 
chest. His hair stuck grossly to the other man, but he couldn't force himself to move again. 


"| have no idea," Tommy burst out laughing, wrapping his arms around Nikki. "But you know what | do know?" 
"That you love me?" Nikki batted his eyelashes, giggling. Tommy rolled his eyes. 

"Well, yeah. But | was gonna say that we desperately need a shower." 

Nikki laughed. 


"Fuckin' agreed." 


Twenty-five 
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Nikki was afraid to go home. 


Tommy promised that he would stay outside in his car, if Nikki had to run out again he'd be there, but the 


smaller man refused. He'd take whatever his parents did. 
Tommy sighed, knowing there was no way to argue with him when his mind was made up. 


After a nap and a warm shower together, Nikki redressed himself, mostly in Tommy's clothes. He led he way 


out of Tommy's apartment, feeling his boyfriend grab his hand and hold on as they walked to the car. 
Nikki hopped in the car, sitting cross-legged in his seat. 

"You okay?" Tommy asked softly as he got in, leaning over to kiss Nikki lightly. 

‘Im just anxious. Its nothing.’ The bassist grumbled, staring out the window as Tommy pulled out of the 
parking lot: In reality, he was only going home because he had to eventually. He'd rather stay at Tommy's 


forever. 


The silence was getting to Tommy, he never liked it when Nikki was quiet. It either meant he was upset or up 


to no good. 

"Kitten?" 

Nikki furrowed his brow, glancing over at Tommy. 
"Huh?" 


"Kitten. Do you mind if | call you that? Ever since | saw you with your stage makeup on, I've always thought 
you looked like a kitten. The black lines are like whiskers." Tommy laughed sheepishly, eyes focused on the road. 


"That's kinda. actually, | like it. Yeah." Nikki laughed, feeling his cheeks heat up. 


"You're so cute." Tommy stole a glance at Nikki's pink cheeks before gazing back in front of him. 


"How do you make me smile when I'm afraid for my life?" Nikki snickered, folding his arms over his chest. 


"| dunno. Being in love is a funny thing.” Tommy murmured, smiling sweetly over at his boyfriend. It made 


Nikki's stomach flip and he couldn't pull the grin off his face as he stared down at his lap. 


"You still give me butterflies, what the fuck" Nikki laughed, resting his hand on Tommy's knee as they pulled up 
to his house. 


"As you still do for me. | love you." Tommy put the car in park, turning and softly pressing his lips to Nikki's. 


Nikki nearly melted in Tommy's grasp as his boyfriend's hand came up to his head, gently caressing his cheek 
and cradling his face as they kissed. 


"| love you, too." Nikki whispered against his lips, eyes still closed as he rested his forehead against Tommy's. 
"Do you want me to stay outside?" Tommy pressed, opening his eyes in sync with the smaller man. 


"No. | think itll be okay. The damage is already done, anyway. I'll call you if everything is okay, or I'll make a 
run to your apartment" The bassist replied softly, as if his parents could hear them in the car. 


"Okay. stay safe, kitten" Tommy exchanged one last smile with his lover. He pulled him in for a tight hug 
before sitting back and letting him exit the car. He watched, biting his lip, as Nikki trotted up to his front door. 


He knocked once, and then it opened, and he was yanked inside. 


Tommy wanted to stay so badly, but he knew Nikki would be even more upset if he didn't listen to his wishes. 
Regrettully, he pulled out and drove back home. 


Nikki's father had his hand firmly on his son's shoulder, steering him to the kitchen where his mother was 
waiting at the table. 


No one spoke for a good minute. 


"The school called." His mother began. Nikki was too scared to utter a word in his defense. He felt himself begin 


to sweat. 
"Is it true that Tommy was your. math substitute?" 


Nikki couldn't bear to look into her eyes, opting for realizing how cool and interesting his old combat boots 


were. 
"Nikki" 


She stood, gently grabbing his hand and leading him to the table. She sat him down beside her. He still kept his 


eyes low. 

"Baby, why didn't you tell us the truth?" 

"Because it would've gone all wrong," Nikki blurted out. Suddenly, he couldn't stop himself. "It should've been 
over - Tommy being my teacher - months ago. Mrs. Sullivan was supposed to be back by now but she had to 
stay out later for her baby because it had some health problems and it was all supposed to blow over and it 


wasn't supposed to end like this it wasn't-" 


"Hey, hey! Calm down, breathe. We aren't going to punish you. | think you've been punished enough. we just 
want to talk" His mother murmured softly, pulling him in for a tight hug. 


Nikki shook his head, fighting out of her embrace. 
"I'm sorry - | never meant for this.” 
"What were you thinking? They told us that he's been kicked out of college-" 


"We weren't thinking!" Nikki shouted, standing up and pushing the chair back in He tried to run but his father 
was blocking the doorway. 


The tears that had been building up in his eyes began to trickle down his cheeks, then more and more came, 


and he found himself sobbing into his mother's neck. 


"Everything was going so well" He whimpered, feeling his mother rubbing soothing circles on his back. It was 


about then she noticed his clothes. 


"What are you wearing? These aren't yours." She seemed puzzled. Nikki remained silent until she finally 


understood that they were Tommy's. 


"Are you and him still together?" She murmured, brushing his hair out of his eyes. He nodded quickly, still 
keeping his eyes low. 


"He's the one who dropped me off." 
His father and mother exchanged sad glances, as if what they were about to say next was hard for them. 


"We suggest that you break up with him, Nikki. you're both going to be going through some tough times now, 
and it's probably best if-" 


Nikki wrenched himself out of her arms, refusing to hear any more. 


"l'm in love with him, goddammit! We're going to get through this, and anything else life throws at us, because 


life is a son of a bitch and wants to hurt us! But it won't! It fucking won't!" 

"Watch your mouth." His father growled from behind him. Nikki shook his head, tears running faster now. 

"| will never leave him. He's my everything, and if you can't see that, then you're blind. Both of you. I'm an 
adult, and | can make my own fucking decisions." Nikki spat before shoving his way past his father and running 
up to his room. He slammed and locked the door behind him, grabbing the phone and dialing Tommy's number. 
"Hello?" 

"Baby!" Nikki cried, clutching a pillow to his chest. 


"Hey, hey, what's going on? Are you okay?" 


"N-no." Nikki whimpered, barely able to get a word out past the gasps and sobs that were wracking his body. 
'|- T-they told me to break up with you, they're terrible, Tommy, | need to get out-" 


"Shh, shh. I'm sure that's not what they really want. I'll be there in fifteen, babe. Clean yourself up. Remember 
that | love you. You'll be okay. If you want, throw together a bag of clothes. You could stay here for a few 
days, if you really need to get away." 


"O-okay, | will" Nikki forced his voice to stop shaking. "I love you, too. Bye." 
Not a second after he hung up the phone, there was an impatient knock on his door. 
"Nikki, open up-" 


"Never!" He screamed, burying his face in his pillow. His makeup had run off nearly completely, leaving him with 


dark lines running all the way to his jawline. 


The knocking continued until Nikki screeched again as he desperately tried to throw together a duffel bag of 
clothing. The knocking hand retreated and did not attempt again 


Nikki had never been more glad to have a bathroom attached to his room. He reached his face under the 


running faucet, washing off all the makeup with a bar of soap. 


He quickly reapplied his eyeliner, hand only trembling a little now. Glancing at the clock on the wall, he realized 
Tommy would be here any minute. Nikki removed the screen from his window, tossing his duffel bag of clothes 
out the window and onto the lawn. It rolled ungracefully off the roof, but landed where he needed it, so it didn't 
matter. He put the screen back on, clicking it into place. Once he spotted Tommy's car coming down the road, 
he hightailed it down the stairs and darted outside, hoping his parents wouldn't see. There were no protests as 
the front door slammed behind him. 


Nikki grabbed his duffel bag out of the lawn, tossing it into the backseat and hopping in. 
Tommy drove down the road a little bit before pausing to comfort his love. 


Nikki was holding back the tears he knew would come anyway. At least he had thrown his eyeliner stick into 
the duffel bag. 


He leaned into Tommy's embrace as soon as he gave it, sobbing freely into his boyfriend's chest. 

"| hate them, | hate them." 

Tommy kissed his forehead, gently brushing his unruly hair out of his face. 

"You don't hate them, baby. they're just trying to do what they think is best for you." 

"You're the best for me." Nikki growled indignantly, taking advantage of the bench seat and half-sliding into 
Tommy's lap, sitting sideways with his butt awkwardly situated between his boyfriend's thighs. He kicked his 
feet over into his own side of the seat, leaning back as Tommy wrapped his arms around him. 


Tommy sighed quietly, closing his eyes as Nikki softly cried into his shirt. 


"| love you so much. They don't understand." Nikki whimpered, feeling Tommy's gentle fingers petting his head in 
an attempt to calm him. 


"| know, baby. One day, they'll see. But until then, you can just sit here in my arms and everything will be okay. 


As long as you're mine, everything will be okay." 
Nikki sniffled, closing his eyes and nuzzling into Tommy's chest. 
"C-can we go home, now?" 


| won't be able to drive with you in my lap like this, sweetie." Tommy murmured regretfully, realizing how 


small and vulnerable Nikki was, and enjoying how he went to him for comfort, and how he trusted him. 
"Ugh. You're right." Nikki sighed, sliding off Tommy and curling up on the seat. 

| can't drive with you like that, either. You'll slide off the seat and hurt yourself" 

"| won't." 

"You will" Tommy smiled goodheartedly. 


Nikki pouted, sitting upright and putting his seatbelt on. 


"Good boy." Tommy laughed softly, reaching over and kissing Nikki's nose. It wrinkled up under the attention, 


making him laugh more. 


"Home?" He glanced over at his lover, seeing the beginnings of his signature smile starting to peek at his 


beautiful lips. Nikki nodded, breaking out into a grin. 


"Home." 


Twenty-Six 


Author's Notes: 
this is probably my favorite chapter of the story 


Nikki yawned as he cuddled up to his boyfriend, feeling Tommy wrap his arm around his body and pull him 


closer. 
Nikki pushed Tommy down flat on the familiar, old couch, laying down on top of him. 


They had decided to watch Dirty Dancing, for old time's sake. Neither man paid attention to the movie, similar 
to the first time, instead opting to study each other. 


Fingers roamed along body parts, always chaste. Their eyes rarely broke contact. Nikki kissed Tommy sweetly a 
few times during the session, feeling his boyfriend's hands tracing up his spine and along his shoulder blades. 


Nikki closed his eyes, skin jumping and shivering with Tommy's touch. Tommy's skinny fingers traveled along the 
small of Nikki's back, playing with the waistband of his jeans, which had been unbuttoned for comfort. There 
was no lust in Tommy's stroking motions along his body, it was more like the taller man was blind and he was 
feeling Nikki to get a picture of him in his mind. 


After a good half hour, Tommy was satisfied with the back of Nikki's torso. He gently turned Nikki around on 
him, burying his nose in the younger boy's hair. His thumb trailed down the center of the smaller man's chest, 
dipping into his belly button before making the trip back down to his waistband. Tommy's hand and wrist gently 
rubbed Nikki's belly, slightly swollen from the dinner they'd shared earlier. Nikki gave a soft sigh of 
appreciation, shimmying his already-undone jeans down his hips about an inch to give Tommy more workspace. 
Nikki had a secret fondness for belly rubs that only Tommy had learned of, on his own account, and exploited. 
Nikki never spoke of it, but always purred in gratitude when Tommy rubbed him. So, Tommy did that more. 


Never once did he mind being allowed, even encouraged, to touch one of Nikki's most vulnerable areas. 


‘| love you." Tommy whispered, interrupting the quiet dialogue of the movie that only sounded like faraway 
gargling to them. 


‘| love you, too." Nikki's voice was strained and hushed in the darkness surrounding them. It was clear he was 
falling asleep, to the tune of Tommy's heartbeat that had been stuck in his head since his lover turned him 


around and to the blissful feeling of Tommy's fingers everywhere and nowhere at once. 


Nikki rolled over, into the nook between Tommy's body and the back of the couch. He swung a leg over his 
lover's hip, resting his head against Tommy's chest. He was desperate to hear his heartbeat again. 


‘I've been writing." The bassist murmured, holding onto Tommy so tightly, the older man almost worried Nikki 
was afraid of him being taken away. 


"Oh?" 
Nikki nodded. 
Is about you." 


"Oh, baby. why don't you sing a little to me?" Tommy gently pet Nikki's hair, sitting up with him. He pulled Nikki 
into his lap, softly rocking him. 


"Without you in my life, l'd slowly wilt and die. But with you by my side, you're the reason l'm alive." Nikki sang 
quietly, almost more like whispering to the beat. The beat of Tommy's heart. 


"Baby. |. it's beautiful" Tommy smiled broadly, nuzzling into Nikki's neck. His smaller boyfriend yawned, wrapping 
his limbs around his body and latching on. 


"Thank you.. | don't know if itll ever get used, but. its your song. I'll show you the full thing later.” 


This made Tommy's heart squeeze. Nikki yawned again, a soft squeak from deep within sneaking out. He blushed, 
burying his warming face in his boyfriend's neck. 


"Baby. | wanna go to bed" 

"Okay." 

Tommy tried to get up to turn off the movie but Nikki wouldn't budge from his lap. He held on like a monkey 
as Tommy struggled and finally stood, hitting the power button on the television before trudging to his room 
with Nikki clutching to his front. 


Tommy flicked off the lights as he entered the room, knowing that Nikki wouldn't be letting him go tonight. 


Nikki finally released Tommy to crawl under the covers, attaching himself again as soon as the drummer was 


settled. 


Feeling cuddly tonight, kitten?" He chuckled softly, running his hands through Nikki's hair until he set them 


around his back, pulling him close. 


"Mhm." Nikki practically purred, eyes fluttering open against Tommy's Adam's apple every time they slipped 


closed against his will. 


"Sleep, baby. I'm here. You're safe. You're mine, and l'm yours." Tommy murmured, kissing the top of his love's 


head. 


‘lm always safe when I'm with you." Nikki hummed, the darkness invading the corners of his eyesight becoming 
more appealing by the moment. The moon shone in from the window, shimmering on Tommy's bare chest and 
making his lover glow like the angel Nikki saw him as. It was all Nikki could see as the exhaustion of the day sat 
on him like a paperweight, holding him down against Tommy's fit body. His glittering eyes of green fell closed 


one last time against Tommy, knowing he was secure in his lover's embrace. 


Tommy's heart swelled as Nikki began to snore lightly against him, the need for sleep tugging at his body. 
Although his weariness was more than apparent, he stayed up, watching Nikki sleep. It calmed him. 


The rise and fall of Nikki's body with his soft breathing fell into step with Tommy's heartbeat as it slowed and 
he trickled into sleep, still fighting it and still gazing down at the angel asleep on top of him. 


He had never been in love; not like this. Tommy had said that he loved many people before, told people that he 
was in love before, but now he truly knew what it meant to be in love with another person. It was not only to 
accept all their flaws, but to naturally view them as their best features; it was to see them at their best and 
their worst and still feel your heart leap at just the sight of them; it was to see them as the one and only, 
there was no one above them, not even a god itself. Tommy half wanted a chance to lay down his life for Nikki, 


just to show that he would do it without hesitation 


But something told him that Nikki already knew. That was the funny thing about Nikki; he seemed to be able to 
read Tommy's mind. Although it was simply because Nikki knew Tommy's emotions to a greater extent his own, 
knew Tommy's facial expressions better than the back of his hand, all from months of studying them and 
trying to figure out exactly how a man so perfect existed, Tommy was still convinced Nikki was some type of 


warlock who had put a spell on him. 


Although it was a funny thought and one he knew not to be true, it still made Tommy wonder. Gazing down at 
Nikki now, pale cheeks glowing in the moon's rays through the window, raven-colored hair sprawled out 
everywhere, Tommy felt his heart leap. Yes, that beautiful man was his. Nikki was beauty. Tommy twirled 
some of Nikki's hair around his finger in his near-sleep daze, allowing his eyes slide shut and his breathing to 


slow so it matched his own. 


Nikki was peculiar. Nikki was a new kind of problem and an old kind, and not a problem at all at the same time. 
Nikki was the waves crashing onto the beach, but without their cataclysmic sound. Nikki was the center of the 
universe, and when Tommy was with him, he, too, was the center. The world whizzed by them as if chasing its 
tail until it slowed down and eventually stopped, leaving them isolated, lost by all and found by themselves. Nikki 
was serenity. Nikki was tranquility. Nikki was more than just a name. Tommy gazed down one last time at the 
sleeping beauty on his chest. 


He was soft. He was vulnerable. And he was loved. 


Twenty-Seven 


Tommy was desperate for a fresh start. 

Nikki just wanted to start in general. 

The next day, Tommy sat Nikki down on the bed for a talk 
"Okay, first of all. What are you doing about school?" 


"Ah, who cares," Nikki scoffed. "They fucked us over big time, and probably don't care if | ever come back. I'l 
go back tomorrow, if it makes you happy." 


Tommy sighed, knowing that it was too late to drive Nikki in without making a fuss anyway. He nodded. 


"Okay, fine. Next. We need jobs. Both of us." Tommy pointed out sadly, glancing over at the small pile of money 
Nikki had given him from working at the roller rink. "| can probably get something better, since | have a high 


school diploma but. fuck, I'll never have any real degree now. |." 


"Hey, hey. itll be okay. You and me can pick up jobs at the old record store, yeah? It says they're hiring out 
front. Meanwhile, we can really pull this band together.. Mick and Vince are cool with you, so we can take the 
offer. | figured itd be better to get ourselves back on our feet before we do that, though." Nikki murmured, 


rubbing Tommy's arm. 
"Will that even bring in enough to keep this place? It's so expensive, even for just a small apartment." 


"Don't start gettin’ doubtful now, babe. You've stayed strong this entire time. | know we can do this. Between 


us, we should easily be able to bring in enough. Do you wanna go down there today and fill out applications?" 


"Yeah, actually. that sounds good" Tommy smiled softly, appreciating that he wasn't the only one who had to 


do the comforting around here. 


They quickly dressed themselves before leaving the apartment, driving the short ways to the familiar old 
record shop. The bright yellow ‘Now Hiring! sign out front stuck out in the dreary colors of the worn town. 


They trotted inside, finding a stack of application papers and filling them out. They handed the sheets to one of 
the employees before going to check out what new records had come in. Nikki hadn't been here for a while, 
staying away so he could save his money. Tommy knew he shouldn't look becouse he would want to spend 
money, but they should be getting new jobs anyway. He could afford to buy a little gift for Nikki, and maybe 


something for him, too. 


Tommy followed Nikki through the aisles, watching his smaller boyfriend finger through the stacks that were 


in no particular order. 
On their way through the store, Tommy smirked, scooping up a new-looking copy of Houses of the Holy and 
keeping it tucked under his arm. His copy at home was scratched and skipped on D'yer Mak'er; he had been 


hoping to get a new one for a while. 


Nikki paused a little ahead of him, biting his lip. Tommy watched with a lopsided smile as Nikki tugged out a 
Master of Reality record that was slightly worn around the corners of the cover. 


"I've been looking for one of these for so long. They almost never come in, and | always miss ‘em when they 


do," He growled softly, flipping it over and gazing lovingly at the back. "Man, | love this album." 
‘Its yours, babe." Tommy smiled softly, wrapping his arm around Nikki and his newfound treasure. 


"What? You aren't buying me anything. Actually, | shouldn't even be looking. We need the money for other 
stuff-" 


"No, shh. I'll get it for you. H's only ten bucks, anyway." Tommy pressed a soft kiss to Nikki's cheek, gently 
taking the vinyl from him and tucking it away with his record. 


"Thank you." Nikki smiled sheepishly. 


"Aren't you used to people buying you things?" Tommy laughed softly, his hand on Nikki's lower back guiding 


him to the counter. 


"Not since | was little. and anyway, you treat me like too much of a princess. | really need to put the reigns on 


you." The smaller boy laughed, leaning on the counter as they waited for someone to appear to ring them up. 
A minute later, a short lady with long black hair popped up in front of them. 
"Hey! All ready?" She smiled, taking the records from Tommy and scanning them when he nodded. 


"Alright, that'll be $17.02" She grinned. "Hey, wait - you're the guys who dropped off the applications before, 
right?" 


"Yep, that's us." Tommy smiled, taking out a twenty from his wallet. 
"Oh, cool. Do you guys have time to do a quick interview now? We had someone else coming in, but we've 
waited half an hour and we don't think he's coming. We're all set up for an interview now, anyway. Boss man 


already looked over your applications, he thinks you're both fine for the job." 


"The job?" Tommy asked, taking the bag from her as she passed it over the counter. 


"Oh, jobs. OF course there's room for both of you, we always need extra help around here." She grinned. Nikki 
liked her, she was bubbly. 


"Oh, okay. Yeah, we've totally got time. Who would you like first?" Tommy smiled politely, feeling Nikki reach 
down and gently lace their fingers together. 


"Let me just ask him." The girl smiled, retreating into the back room behind the counter for a second. She 


trotted back around to them. 

"Tommy first, please." 

“Alright” Tommy handed the bag to Nikki, exchanging a quick kiss before following the girl into the back room. 
She led him into a small room where a man was seated at a desk. He was wearing jeans and a plain black tee. 
He seemed casual enough. Tommy was sure he had seen the man working the counter sometime he was here 


in the past. 


"Hey, I'm Steven. I'm in charge here. Please, take a seat" He smiled, leaning forward on his hands. Tommy did as 


he was told. 


"So tell me, dude - what's your name, what's your past work experience, you know the drill" Steven was 


surprisingly calm. Tommy knew that he'd like him. 

"Well, my name's Tommy Lee. My first job was being a waiter during high school. | went to college for about a 
year for being a teacher, but in the end, | just figured it wasn't right for me. So I'm trying to start again" He 
smiled convincingly, keeping his tone light. 

"Ah, that's cool, man You buy a lot of records?" Steven smiled. 

"Yeah, actually just bought two just now." He grinned, 


"Nice, nice. What did ya get? | like to know the music tastes of my employees." 


"Well, | got Houses of the Holy for myself, and Master of Reality as a gift for my boyfriend" Tommy smiled 
softly, hoping Steven wouldn't judge him. 


Steven nodded and smiled, appreciating Tommy's honesty. 
“Awesome, man. ls that the guy you came in with? | think he applied, too." 


"Yeah, Nikki. He did" Tommy replied, drumming his fingers gently on the desk. He and Steven ran through a few 


more workplace-related questions before he grinned and took Tommy's number. 


"IIl call you later about the job. You can send your boyfriend in, now." 
Tommy smiled sweetly, standing up from the desk and shaking hands with Steven 
"Thanks, man. Talk to you later." 


Tommy exited the room, trotting back to out front where Nikki had struck up a friendly conversation with the 


girl from before. 


"Hey Nik, you're good to go in" Tommy gently tapped Nikki's shoulder, taking the bag from him as he went 
inside and the girl showed him the room. She didn't come back this time, instead vanishing into another back 
room, probably to take her break. Tommy yawned, deciding to trail around the store and lazily browse what 
they had to offer while waiting for Nikki. 


About fifteen minutes later, his boyfriend appeared behind him, bouncing excitedly. 

‘Oh, hey!" Tommy laughed, feeling Nikki latch onto him. 

"Hi! That guy is so nice! He told me that we both are getting the jobs, and he's just gonna call later to sort 
everything out with hours and wages and shit" Nikki grinned widely, starting to walk towards the exit with 
Tommy. 

"Aw, that's great! | hope we get similar hours." Tommy smiled softly, leading Nikki out the door. He looked 


behind him to see if the girl was at the counter to say goodbye. She wasn't, so they left, smiling happily to 


each other. 


Twenty-Eight 


Tommy and Nikki ended up with the same wages, two dollars higher than minimum. Nikki's schedule had him 
working less hours though, due to his school time. Tommy was perfectly happy working while Nikki was in 
school. He had nothing to do during school hours now, anyway. Plus, that way, Nikki wouldn't feel any need to 


come home during school, and he would stay all day. It was perfect. 


Tommy worked for most of the day. While he came in at ten and went home at five, Nikki came in at three 


and worked until nine at night, when the store closed. They both were to start on Monday of next week. 


Meanwhile, Tommy dropped Nikki off at his school at 6:45 in the morning, kissing him softly before watching 
him trot into the large building, bag on his shoulder. Tommy hoped there wasn't a ridiculous amount of work 


for him to make up from being gone two days. 


Nikki joined in with the crowd, keeping his eyes high, but avoiding everyone. The day dragged by until fourth 
period. Vince had stolen the seat next to his, his pink binder standing out next to Nikki's black bag and black 
folder. 


"Hey!" The blond boy grinned when Nikki sat down, his bright mood shining against the depression Nikki felt 


seeing some other sub in Tommy's place. 
"Hey, Vince. What's up?" Nikki smiled softly, resting his chin on his hands. 


"Nothing really. I'm just so damn excited to call back that record guy. We're gonna be stars, man!" The singer 
was obviously ecstatic, drumming his fingers on his desk. Nikki laughed, agreeing. 


"Hell yes. Tommy is gonna be our permanent drummer now, so that means we've got a full band. | can't believe 
how well it's all fallen together - mostly because everything fell apart, but y'know." Nikki chuckled, keeping his 


voice low so other students couldn't hear him. 
"Yeah. Hey, how did you guys get caught, anyway? You never told me." Vince whispered, leaning forward. 


"Some kid put in an anonymous note about us. | wish | knew who it was, I'd fuck ‘em up real good" Nikki 


growled, pulling his hands into fists. 


"That's bull. | mean, come on. He was only supposed to be here a few months. So Sixx decided to get his paws 
dirty with the algebra major. It would've been over in school faster than it had began. Some people." Vince 


rolled his eyes. Nikki agreed. 


Fuckin’ pricks. But its whatever, | mean - what's done is done. | don't think anyone else knows, besides that 
anonymous kid - no one has treated me any differently today, so | just hope it isn't going to start going 
around. | just want to finish this year and move on with my life." Nikki sighed, still dreaming of a rock ‘n roll 


stage. 
"We'll get there, dude. Together. We've got the best damn guitarist, bassist, drummer, and singer; if | do say 
so myself. In this whole. Fucking. Town. We're gonna rock the shit outta those dudes at the record company, 


and everyone who ever hears us." 


Neither boy had noticed that class had started, but the substitute obviously didn't care. He passed out a 


worksheet and sat back down, taking attendance and never saying another word. 


"Wonder if they've got a permanent sub, or if it's gonna be someone different every day." Nikki whispered. 


Vince snickered. 


"Well, for the days you've been missing. we've had a new sonnavabitch every day. | think this class is gonna be 


a freebie until we graduate." The blond laughed. 
"Sweet." Nikki chuckled. 


The rest of the day went by as such, routine, until lunch, sixth period. Normally, Nikki didn't eat at school, but 
he did today. He sat down with his plastic tray next to Vince and Mick, smiling at his friends. 


"Hey, guys. 

"Hey, Nik!" Vince grinned. "Wait, | had somethin’ to ask ya earlier that | forgot to." 
Nikki raised his eyebrows in question, taking a bite of his cheap turkey sandwich. 
"Do you really squeal in bed like Tommy said?" 

Nikki spat out his cheap turkey sandwich. 

‘| do not!" He yelped, internally begging for Vince to keep his voice down. 

"What the fuck?" Mick laughed, leaning over closer to them from across the table. 
"Long story short-" 


"No, shut up! | don't!" Nikki cut Vince off, nearly choking on a piece of bread as he slapped a hand over his 


friend's mouth. 
Vince stuck his tongue out, licking his hand. Nikki whipped it away in disgust, wiping his palm on his jeans. 


"Don't touch my face, you're gonna fuck up my lipstick" Vince rolled his eyes, popping his lips. 


"I am really interested in whatever the fuck Nikki doesn't want me to know about” Mick snickered, taking a sip 
of milk, because milk comes with your meal at school, and water doesn't. Go figure. 


Nikki folded his arms over his chest, ignoring Mick. 
"Whether | do or don't is none of your business." He growled lowly at the singer. 
Vince laughed. 


"You totally do. You're a slut!" The blond punched Nikki goodheartedly on his arm, causing the other boy to 


groan again. 
‘I'm sure you squeal and a hundred other things worse. You're the one who dresses like a slut" 
Vince gasped in mock offense, tossing his hair over his shoulder. 

"Well, | never! Heaven knows l'm saving that side of me for when | finally get a serious boyfriend-" 
Nikki snorted, bursting out laughing. 


"Every boyfriend you get is a serious boyfriend to you, whether it lasts two days or two months. You've 
blasted your way through practically every gay or confused dude in this school, don't lie.” 


"Well, | haven't dated you or Mick." Vince replied indignantly, crossing his arms. 
"Well, you won't be dating me,” Nikki shot back, chuckling. "I'm set for life." 


"Aww, he's in lovel" Vince teased. Mick remained silent, his laughing cutting off after Vince mentioned him. Nikki 
glanced over at the guitarist, seeing a soft pink across his cheeks. His eyes widened. No way. 


"Yeah, | am. which leaves you and Prince Charming over here." Nikki smirked, catching on. Mick's eyes widened, 


feeling panic start to burn in his chest. 
| mean, I'm totally open to it" Vince laughed, winking at Mick. He forced a smile back. Nikki chuckled. 


"Y'know, | don't think any of us should keep secrets in this pretty little friendship circle. got anything you'd like 
to say, Mick?" Nikki smirked evilly. 


"You tell me first what the fuck you and Vince were talking about before." Mick snapped, clearly on edge. It 
made Nikki laugh. 


Fine. Somehow, when | called Vince a few days ago to talk about the band, he ended up on the phone with 


Tommy, because | was at his place. Vince asked if Tommy had any fun information that he could use against 


me. and that bastard told him | squealed in bed" Nikki smirked, hardly even bothered by the situation anymore. 


He knew that Mick was squirming in his seat over what was to come. 
"Goddamn, Sixx. So. do you?" Mick snickered. 


"That's not for either of you to know," Nikki rolled his eyes, leaning forward on his hands. "Now, Mick. 


somethin’ tells me there's something you ain't telling one of us." 

Vince gave a puzzled look. 

"| will murder you." Mick growled, earning a cheeky snicker from Nikki. 

"C'mon. l'm sure he won't mind." 

Mick snarled, fighting every instinct to go deck that smug bastard in the face right then 
"Vince-" He sat back down, voice breaking. "You son of a bitch, | wasn't ready to do this.” 
"Just go for it” Nikki shrugged. Vince remained ignorant. 

"Vince, | like you a lot." Mick confessed, running his hand through his dark hair. 

Vince bit his lip, trying to hold back the huge smile that ended up on his face anyway. 
"R-really?" 

"Yeah, Pinkie. Ready to reject me yet?" 


"Wanna go out for pizza instead of this school crap? There's only two periods left in the day anyway." Vince 
smiled sweetly, reaching over and placing his hand on top of Mick's. 


"Christ, just start making out now, you dumbass lovebirds." Nikki made a pretend barfing noise, rolling his eyes. 
"Squealer." Vince snapped, eyes never leaving Mick's. 
"Oh hell no, this is not becoming a thing.” Nikki protested. Mick smirked. 


"Squealer. 


Twenty-Nine 


Author's Notes: 
only IO chapters left :,) 


Tommy was seated at his old grading desk, reading a book he wasn't totally interested in when Nikki entered 
the apartment. 


"Hey, babel" The drummer called, hearing the door close. Nikki trotted into the room, bag still on his shoulder. 


"Hi, T-Bone." He grinned, dropping his bag on the floor and jumping into Tommy's lap. The taller boy laughed, 
pressing a soft kiss to Nikki's lips. 


"How was today? Did anyone give you a hard time.?" 
Nikki quickly shook his head. 


"Nope, everything was fine. | don't think whoever put that note in spread it around, thankfully. Also, | may have 
set up Mick and Vince." Nikki smirked devilishly, mischief swimming in his eyes. Tommy laughed. 


"Oh, great. A band full of gay couples, this is sure gonna be fun" Tommy rolled his eyes, chuckling. 


"Anyway, we were gonna practice tonight, and | have some songs | want to show them. You coming with?" Nikki 


grinned, bouncing excitedly. 


"Well, l'm your ride and also your drummer, so yeah. Of course." Tommy chortled, watching Nikki slip off his 
lap. The bassist grabbed him by his hands, pulling him up and dancing him around the room without a word. 


"What are you doin’, cutie?" Tommy laughed, allowing Nikki to spin him around. The smaller boy giggled, taking 
one hand and dancing them all the way to Tommy's bedroom. Nikki pushed Tommy onto the end of his bed, 


making sure he stayed sitting up as he descended onto his lap once more. 


Nikki straddled Tommy with a soft grin, pressing their lips together. Tommy's hands roamed his back as Nikki 
deepened the kiss, tangling his tongue with his boyfriend's. 


Nikki broke it off a moment later, keeping his eyes shut as he leaned his forehead against Tommy's. He let out 
a breathy giggle, bumping his nose against's Tommy. 


‘| love you." Nikki whispered, eyes still closed. Tommy kept his shut as well, gently running his fingers through 


his lover's long hair. 


"| love you, too." He murmured sweetly, breaking off into a laugh as Nikki shoved him roughly back onto the 
bed. The bassist crawled on top of him, the familiar press of his lips against Tommy's once again. 


"What time is practice, and where?" Tommy breathed, gently removing Nikki from his lips. 


"Four at Vince's. We've got like an hour, a little under." Nikki smiled innocently, running a hand up Tommy's shirt. 
The drummer waggled his eyebrows, chuckling. 


"You know | like to take my time with these things." Tommy teased, allowing Nikki to sit up. He blew out a 
breath, glancing up at the beauty on top of him. Tommy reached up, caressing Nikki's cheek in his hand. His 
boyfriend leaned into the gentle touch, closing his eyes blissfully. 


"Yeah. yeah. we could always just make out and see where it goes." Nikki tittered, gazing down at his lover, 
turning his head and pressing a kiss to his palm. Tommy rolled his eyes. 


"You know very well where itll go, you rascal. We don't have time." 


"Then let's get started now!" Nikki laughed, leaning down and connecting their lips, slipping his tongue into 
Tommy's mouth when he tried to protest again 


Tommy broke it off with a gasp, sighing in mock exasperation. 


"Fine." 


"Hey, Nikki, Tommy - you guys are late." Mick noted as the two boys trotted into Vince's garage. Nikki rolled 


his eyes, putting his bass case on the ground. 
"We were busy.’ 
Vince and Mick exchanged glances, chuckling suggestively. 


Tommy furrowed his brows, ignorant to the laughter, spotting an entire brand-new looking drum kit set up in 


the garage. 
"Where'd you get that?" He questioned, wishing he still had a kit like it. 


"Parents. Got it when | was young, because they've got money and all that shit. They wanted me to play 
instruments, but | learned guitar instead of drums. These have just been for band practice when we do it here 
since | gave up on learning to drum. Sucks about all the money they spent on me, thinking it would go to boyish 


stuff, and hobbies - it all went to makeup and fancy new clothes. What's funny is that they expected a girl 


the whole time, so | always had a pink room, until | was about seven, when | said | wanted to paint my room. 
And let they me paint pretty flowers all over the walls. Maybe all that is why I'm like this.’ Vince snickered, 
tossing his hair over his shoulder. Vince was possibly, easily, the gayest man Tommy had ever met, and it 


amazed him. 


"Okay. cool, | guess." The drummer chuckled, clapping him on the shoulder before taking his spot behind the kit. 
Vince furiously brushed off his fringed white leather jacket, straightening out the creases Tommy's hand had 
left on his shoulder. 


"Hey, anyway." Nikki spoke up after watching the scene unfold with a mischievous grin. "You guys a thing yet?" 


He motioned to Vince and Mick, who were standing dangerously close together. 


Mick looked like he was about to panic again. Vince gently reached down and laced their fingers together with a 
soft laugh. 


"My shy baby." He pressed a soft kiss to Mick's cheek "Yeah, we decided to go steady. Pizza makes me an 
easy catch." Vince grinned over at the guitarist, who looked like he wanted to sink into the ground. Nikki 


snickered. He rarely ever saw Mick embarrassed and it was something he never wanted to forget. 


"You're always an easy catch," Nikki sneered. "Anyway, l'm super happy for you two. Oh, and | have my writing 
journal in my case - I've got a few new songs | wanted to show ya They're called Take Me To the Top, Too 
Fast For Love, and Without You." Nikki grinned, squatting down and opening up his bass case. He removed the 
instrument, quickly setting up its portable stand and placing the bass on it. He opened to the correct pages, 
handing the journal to Vince. 


The blond read them over quickly, smiling to himself. 

“Amazing, as always. You're a natural songwriter, Sixx," Vince grinned, pointing to the third song. "This one's 
lovely, but | dunno if it'll fit the rest of the album. We might wanna save it for another time. It's not that | 
don't like it, its wonderful - it just may not fit the flow." He murmured, handing the journal back to Nikki. The 
bassist shrugged, nodding. 

"| figured that you'd say that, it's fine. | just hope it'll get used someday." 


"| also appreciate how it says ‘Tommy's Song next to the title." Vince laughed softly. 


"Oh, shut up. | didn't write it for you." Nikki growled, laughing. He shoved the journal back in one of the pockets 


of his bass case, snatching up the instrument and placing it over his shoulder. 
"We good to go?" 


Vince skipped over to the microphone and flicked it on while Mick put the strap of his guitar over his body. 
Tommy clapped his drumsticks together behind them. 


"Ready." 


As time went by, things began to return to normal. 


Tommy and Nikki spent all of their downtime together, and between the two of them working for decent wages, 
Tommy was easily able to keep the apartment. Nikki couldn't wait to graduate and move in. 


Nikki's parents accepted their son and Tommy being together.. again. And Tommy's parents tried their very 
hardest to understand why Tommy “dropped out of college because it didn't feel right", but just couldn't. 
Tommy certainly didn't feel the need to force them to. 


The band practiced more, and they got better and better. As late spring turned to early summer, a set of 
songs began to take shape. Excitement coursed through every practice. May shifted to June. With about two 
weeks left in school, Motley Crue was almost ready to take their first record deal. 


The sun shone down bright early on the first Saturday morning of June, sending warm shudders along the 
exposed skin of the two boys laying in the lush field. The smaller one yawned, covering his emerald eyes with 
his forearm as the clouds above gave no shelter from the burning sun. The taller one laughed softly, arm 


around the other boy's shoulders, holding him against his chest. 


The smaller one shook out his hair, wiping some beading sweat off his forehead. He rolled up his already-short 
shorts, the fresh grass under him doing nothing to cool him down. 


A soft kiss was pressed to his cheek, a light chuckle sounding in his ear. He giggled, nuzzling into his boyfriend's 
cheek. 


"Is the sun hot enough for you?" Tommy teased, stretching out on the grass with a laugh. Nikki groaned 
playfully, tangling his legs with Tommy's. 


"You're the hottest thing out here, babe, what are you talking about?" The bassist giggled, feeling Tommy 
reach down and intertwine their fingers between them. 


"What a lie. that's all you." The taller boy rolled his eyes, glancing over. Nikki's hair was done wildly, as normal 
- a sharp contrast to his own, flat curls. He had put them in a ponytail to help with the heat. 


This may have just been the warmest summer they'd had in years. The last time Nikki remembered a 
summer this hot, he was maybe seven. Everywhere was hot. Inside, outside. The air conditioning barely did 
anything. And having a gorgeous boyfriend that Nikki couldn't keep his little hands off... well, the sex was hot in 


more than one way. 


They had woken up around six today - before the sun got extremely hot - for a walk in the local park. It had 


been closed for "renovation" for the past few months, but all they really did was add some benches and redo 


the playground. But Nikki was excited to go back to his old childhood place for the first time in a long time - 
so of course, Tommy took him there on the first day they could. 


It was about eight in the morning now, and after walking in circles around Nikki's beloved park and playing for a 
while on the swing set, they found themselves laying far out in the verdant baseball field. The grass was 
bright and in pristine shape, shimmering dew dried off earlier in the morning. To Tommy, the green surrounding 


them brought out Nikki's eyes, but his lover's gaze still shone brighter. 


The laughter of children in the distance brought physical joy to Tommy's world, besides Nikki next to him. The 
smaller boy giggled, poking Tommy on the nose. 


"What's up, kitten?" Tommy laughed softly. 
"You spaced out, puppy." Nikki kissed him softly, gently rubbing his lover's chest. 


| can't help it. it's such a wonderful day. I'd love to just lay out here all day with you and nap." Tommy 
chuckled, sliding his eyes shut. Nikki wouldn't have this. 


"No, no. stay awake, you nerd. | wanna see your pretty eyes." The bassist prodded at his boyfriend's face, 
making him laugh. He refused to open his eyes, though. 


"Nah, | think I'm just a little sleepy." Tommy snickered, feeling Nikki poking at his cheeks. 
"No." Nikki pouted, grumbling. He folded his arms over his chest, rolling over and ignoring his boyfriend. Tommy 
laughed, reaching out and grabbing Nikki around the waist, pulling him tightly against his chest and spooning 


him. Nikki giggled, feeling Tommy's arms wrap around his body. 


"| love you, drummer boy." Nikki murmured, turning around in Tommy's arms and pressing their lips together 
for just a second. Tommy's hands tangled into Nikki's hair, laughing softly. 


‘| love you, too. | never want to get up. Can this be our new home?" The drummer joked, smiling goofily. 
"Well, the rent sure is cheaper." Nikki laughed, nuzzling into his boyfriend's neck. "But itd be cold in the winter.” 
Tommy snickered, sitting up and taking Nikki with him. 


"Do you wanna go get ice cream? There's a cart near the entrance of the park that we saw when we came in" 


The drummer suggested with a soft smile. 


"That'd be great." Nikki grinned, hopping up to his feet and stretching. They walked hand-in-hand together 


across the park, swinging their arms between them. 


A gentle breeze teased the backs of their shoulders, exposed in their tank tops. The brightness of the world 


around them made Nikki's mood soar, and suddenly he couldn't pull the stupid smile off his face. There was 
just something about summer. No school, no responsibilities. Just fun. Even though school wasn't out yet, the 
summer season never failed to destress Nikki. 


They found themselves at the ice cream cart a few minutes later. Nikki picked out a bomb pop while Tommy 
got a push-up pop. 


Nikki sucked on his ice pop while Tommy paid, soft lips turning bright red. His boyfriend gently took his hand 
again after, and they trotted off, starting to make their way home. 


Nikki was far more interested in his ice cream than Tommy on the way home. He was so precious; it was 


making Tommy's heart squeeze. He almost dropped his own popsicle because he was too busy watching his 


boyfriend. 

"What?" Nikki giggled, licking his lips when he finally noticed Tommy's gaze. 

"You're just really cute." Tommy admitted, laughing. Nikki grinned, his teeth stained purple now. 

"Thanks, babe." Nikki puckered his lips, accepting the soft kiss when Tommy gave it to him. 

It was about a fifteen minute's walk back to Tommy's apartment. Nikki spent nearly all his time there, only 
sleeping at his own house when his parents wanted him to. He had no need to stay with his parents, as he 
walked to school every day anyway and there was no bus that went by his house to pick him up in the 


morning. The apartment was becoming more of Nikki's home than his own house. Wherever Tommy resided was 


home sweet home. 


Thirty-One 


The days passed slowly. One after the other, dragging by. 


On the days Tommy wasn't working, he stayed home alone. It was mild days like these that Tommy truly 
learned to appreciate his Nikki. 


The first thing he had noticed about Nikki all those months ago were his eyes. It was kind of surprising, since 
his hair was practically larger than his body, and his bangs covered most of his eyes. But the glimmering 
emerald orbs hiding under the ebony bangs never failed to shine through. Maybe it was just to Tommy. Maybe 
no one else noticed Nikki's eyes like he did. Tommy was okay with that. He fell in love with Nikki's eyes first. 


After that it was Nikki's hands. Even though Nikki was easily average height, only an inch of so below Tommy's 
six foot two, he still viewed him as his baby. Nikki wasn't much smaller than Tommy in any degree, but there 
was something about Nikki's soft hands in his that just made his heart melt. Nikki would always rub his thumb 
over Tommy's, and it never failed to make his stomach flip. Nikki always talked about getting his hands 
tattooed. And his arms. And his everything. Tommy would always chuckle and agree, yes, of course, we'll get 
matching tattoos, yes baby, of course, we can get whatever you want. They planned on getting each other's 
names tattooed on their ring fingers. Real rings were too cliché. For some reason, Nikki always thought that he 
could only get tattoos if he was in a band. He would always say, ‘If the band makes it-', to which Tommy would 
cut him off and say, ‘When. When the band makes it. That would always make Nikki smile. 


That was the next thing Tommy fell in love with was Nikki's smile. His boyfriend had so many smiles; his 
mischievous grin, his sultry smirk, his little half-smile and blush that always showed up when Tommy 
complimented him. Tommy's personal favorite was the special smile that Nikki only showed when he was 
exceedingly happy. His soft, perfectly curved lips felt so right, so addicting against Tommy's - it was an 
electric shock to his heart every time Nikki kissed him, making him feel more and more alive each time. 
Tommy always loved to watch Nikki put on lipstick. It applied smoothly over his mouth, painting his already- 
beautiful lips rose pink. Nikki knew that Tommy liked to watch him put on makeup, so he did it more often. At 
first, Mick and Vince had given him strange glances, but neither said a word. Nikki figured that if Vince could 


wear makeup every day, so could he. So he did. 


It was falling in love little by little and then all at once. Tommy quickly realized how boring his life would be 
without Nikki. If he had turned down the boy's advances, or simply never came to this town at all - where 
would he be? In a college he hated, studying for a job he hated, preparing himself to spend his life doing 
something he hated But that all changed when he let Nikki take the wheel. Nikki was his passion, Nikki was his 
pulse, Nikki was his will to live. Nikki reinvigorated something that had died within him long ago. His dreams. 


The hours ticked by as Tommy waited for his boyfriend to burst through the apartment door, a gleaming 
smile and a cry of, ‘Hey, baby, greeting him. 


Nikki was a little late that day. He trotted in the door, dropping his bag and leaping into Tommy's embrace as 


soon as he saw him. 

"Hi! Sorry I'm late, | was talking to Mick and Vince about the record deal. We're thinking about calling him back 
on next Thursday, the day before graduation - by the way, you're coming to my graduation ceremony, right?" 
Nikki bubbled, staring up at Tommy with an excited grin. 


"You didn't fail?" Tommy teased, arms wrapping around Nikki's waist and pulling his body flush against his own 
Nikki rolled his eyes, giggling. 


"No, | didn't. not honor roll, but | did pass!" Nikki laughed, hands interlocking behind Tommy's neck. 


| always had faith in you, baby.. although | am a bit worried about the school authorities, of course I'll be 


there." The drummer murmured, gently swaying his boyfriend in his arms. 


"Aw, fuck them. They can't stop our love. If they say anything, I'll fight them all, one after the other." Nikki 
laughed softly, holding on as Tommy twirled and dipped him to some song playing inside his head. 


"You never cease to amaze me." Tommy breathed, returning Nikki to his embrace. The bassist gazed up at him 


lovingly, stroking his strong cheekbone. 


"| don't understand how. I'm talking about decking all my teachers in the face." Nikki chuckled, nuzzling into 
Tommy's neck in that special way that made the drummer's stomach leap. 


"So romantic. You little rascal." Tommy gushed, laughing. Yet somehow, when Nikki pulled back and gazed into his 


eyes, he felt as if his lover's stare was seeing into his soul. It made Tommy feel weak in the best way. 
"| love you." The drummer whispered, soft, chocolatey eyes brimming with emotion 
"| love you, too." Nikki murmured, physically unable to break eye contact with his boyfriend. 


They stared into each other's hearts for a few minutes, pulses falling into step with one another like a 


ballroom dance. 


| can't wait until graduation" Nikki whispered, the gentle sway beginning again between their bodies unwillingly. 
Tommy nodded, sliding his puppy eyes shut. 


"Me too. I've been saving up to take you out for a nice dinner afterwards, and a little surprise. For once, we 


won't be having fuckin’ pizza on our date." The drummer chuckled, chest rising and falling in turn with Nikki's. 


“Surprise, eh?" Nikki glanced up. Tommy opened his eyes to meet his boyfriend's emerald gaze. He could 
practically see the cat ears on Nikki perking with interest. 


"Yeah. kitten" Tommy kissed Nikki once on the nose, resting his forehead against Nikki's. 


"Can you. tell me?" The bassist smirked, batting his eyelashes. Tommy closed his eyes again to avoid Nikki's 
begging. He could never stand up to it, he knew. 


"Nope. If | told you, it wouldn't be much of a surprise, now would it?" 

Nikki pouted. 

"No, but." 

"Shh," Tommy pressed their lips together, gently nipping Nikki's bottom lip and holding onto it for a moment as 
he pulled away. Nikki pulled it into his mouth once it had been returned to him, sucking roughly on it. "You'll like 
it" 


"Do you promise?" Nikki cocked his head, pressing a kiss to Tommy's neck. The taller boy could feel the 
beginnings of lust working its way into Nikki's gentle touches. 


"Yes, kitten. | promise." 


Thirty-Two 


Author's Notes: 
whoops another smut scene 


Nikki's fingers tugged lightly and Tommy's clothes practically fell off his body to his smaller lover's will, lust 
dancing in their eyes as they gently stripped each other down. Tommy's hands skirted along Nikki's body, 
tracing his curves and dents and scars, making him blush and his body heated. Both boys were naked besides a 
flannel Nikki still hadn't taken off. It was slipping off one shoulder. Tommy stood back for a moment, just looking. 
Nikki had never looked more beautiful to him; lips pink and swollen from rough kisses, eyes darkened with 
arousal. His pale shoulders seemed like they were begging for sweet bruises. Tommy slid the flannel off the 
rest of the way, the soft sound of it hitting the floor being muffled by Nikki's moans as Tommy's lips latched 


onto his sensitive collarbone. 


‘Oh, mm." The bassist moaned softly, tugging at Tommy's hair. The taller boy dragged his tongue from Nikki's 
collarbone up his neck, connecting their lips for a moment before gently leading Nikki to the bed, taking him in 


his arms and laying him down. 


A few needy kisses were exchanged as Tommy crawled on top of Nikki, gently pinning his wrists to the 
comforter as he pushed his tongue into his boyfriend's mouth. Nikki accepted the kiss, eyes sliding shut as one 
of Tommy's hands trailed down his body, short nails tracing circles on his inner thighs before gently taking 
hold of his throbbing cock and pumping him slowly. He moaned into the kiss, toes curling and digging into the 
bed. Nikki spread his thighs so Tommy could get closer, their chests pressing together. 


"Baby." Nikki murmured, gasping softly into his boyfriend's ear as Tommy's lips shifted from his jawline to his 
throat, tongue trailing along the heated skin 


"Yeah?" Tommy asked, glancing up, voice low and rough. It made Nikki's hips squirm. 


"C-can | suck you off?" Nikki whispered, giggling devilishly. The question made Tommy's cock twitch against his 
belly. The taller boy chuckled, rolling off Nikki and laying beside him. 


‘I'm all yours, hottie" He smirked, watching Nikki sit up and settle down between his thighs. Nikki licked his lips, 
glancing down at the monster below him. He leaned over, parting his lips and taking the head of Tommy's 


erection inside his wet heat. It made his lover groan, bucking up into Nikki's mouth. 


Nikki slid Tommy's cock as far in as he could, nearly choking when Tommy's hips shifted up. His hardness 
bumped the back of Nikki's throat, and the bassist held back a gag as his eyes began to water. He bobbed his 
head, tongue tickling the veins twirling around his lover. Nikki felt Tommy's fingers tangle into his hair, tugging 
as gently as he could. After a few minutes, it was getting hard to breathe. A squeeze on Nikki's shoulder 


alerted him that Tommy was close. He pulled off and sat up, lips leaving his boyfriend's member with a soft 
pop. Tommy was panting, staring wildly at Nikki. The smaller boy held his gaze, seductively licking his lips. 


"Baby. do you wanna be in control?" Tommy murmured, feeling Nikki crawl on top of him. 


"Is been a while since | was on top. yeah." Nikki smirked, pumping Tommy in his hand, excitement jumping in 


his gut. 


"Cmere." The drummer growled, biting his lip. He shifted Nikki up to his face, hands planted on his soft hips. He 
brought Nikki down so he could reach his hole, pressing his lips to Nikki's entrance with a soft sigh. Nikki 
whimpered above him as Tommy stretched him with his tongue, rocking his hips back and forth. Tommy's 
fingers pressed into Nikki's thick thighs, spread across his face, causing the smaller boy to whine. Tommy kept 
at it for a few more minutes until he figured Nikki was loose enough. He gently moved Nikki down so he was 


sitting on his lap, his erect cock pressing against Nikki's firm ass. 
Tommy sat up, hands back on Nikki's waist. 
"You ready?" The bassist giggled innocently, reaching behind him and stroking Tommy's member. 


"Mm, yeah. Don't make me regret letting you take control. Go." Tommy growled, shutting his eyes as Nikki 
lifted his hips and settled back down on his leaking cock. With a soft cry, the smaller boy began to bounce, 


sliding more and more of Tommy's hardness into him each time he went down. 


"Fuck" Tommy gasped, hands gripping onto Nikki's soft hips tightly as he bottomed out. Nikki sat on his cock for 
a moment, rolling his hips and arching his back in pleasure and pain as he was stretched wide. He kissed his 
boyfriend desperately, tongues wrestling for dominance. The sweat began to pour off their bodies, the 


combination of their bodies rubbing against each other and summer's heat exhausting them. 


Tommy felt his release edging towards him all too soon. Nikki kept up the pace, learning to move with the 
thrusts Tommy pushed up into him. 


"O-oh fuck, | love you." Tommy grunted, pushing Nikki's hair out of his eyes as he threw his head back. 
"I love you, too." Nikki whimpered, slamming his hips down with all his might. 


Tommy couldn't tear his eyes off the wondrous sight that was Nikki riding him. He could see his muscles 
working to his will to keep him going, regardless of whether he had the energy or not. He watched the sheen 
on Nikki's bare chest become more and more prominent, sweat dripping down his temple. Tommy got lost 


watching Nikki suck roughly on his bottom lip, squeezing his eyes shut as his stomach tightened. 


Tommy reached out, pumping Nikki's cock in his hand to the timing of his thrusts to bring his boyfriend over 
the edge as well. Nikki hissed, bucking his hips. His walls tightened around Tommy even more as he came with a 


shout of his lover's name, drawing a heavy groan from Tommy and his own release. Tommy's warmth filled 


Nikki, making him mewl in pleasure. 


They sat there for a moment, their heavy breathing the only noise in the bedroom. Nikki slipped Tommy out of 
him a minute later, once he had caught his breath. He collapsed next to his boyfriend, quickly being tugged into 
his warm embrace. They shared a quick kiss before Nikki pulled away. 


"Listen, | love you - but holy shit, its too hot to cuddle." Nikki laughed weakly, tugging himself out of Tommy's 
grip and stretching out on the bed. The drummer laughed, sleep coming easy to him. He was knocked out in a 


matter of seconds. Nikki chuckled, glancing over at his lover. 
"Fuck. | thought maybe if you were tired enough I'd be able to convince you to tell me the surprise." The 
bassist spoke, to no one in particular. He stared at the ceiling for a few seconds before he was overall too 


bored with this. Fuck the heat. 


"Ah, fuck it," He grumbled, rolling over and latching onto his boyfriend. "Goodnight, T-Bone." 


Thirty-Three 


Author's Notes: 
it's starting to get to the end and i am EMOTIONAL 


Thursday came faster than expected, to say the least. 


After school, the band had all hiked to Vince's house. Now, Nikki, Vince, Mick and Tommy crowded around the 


phone in Vince's bedroom, glancing at each other nervously. 

"Who wants to make the call?" Vince murmured, obviously not wanting to do it himself. 

"Is your phone, you should make the call" Tommy pointed out, nerves crawling up his back. Vince violently 
shook his head, blond locks getting stuck in Nikki's mouth beside him. The bassist stuck his tongue out, picking 
the hairs off in disgust. 


"Yuck. if he doesn't want to do it, don't make him. | don't need to taste his cheap bleach again" The bassist 


snickered. 


"Then why don't you do it? You sure like to consider yourself the leader of this circus." Mick frowned, folding 
his arms over his chest. Nikki did the same, curling his lip. 


"Y'know what? Fine! | guess this means | am the leader of this.. ‘circus'." Nikki grumbled, picking up the phone 
and dialing the record company's number printed on the paper before he could think twice. It rang three times 
before someone picked up. 


"Hello?" 


"Hello? Hi, is this Elektra records?" The bassist began, realizing how young he sounded compared to the man on 


the other end of the line. 
"Indeed it is. Are you one of the acts that we gave offers to?" 


"Yes. We're Motley Crue, and we'd like to accept your offer." Nikki forced his voice not to shake, hoping he 


wasn't making a fool of himself. 


"Motley Crue. Mötley Crüe.. ah, yes! Yes, we have you written down. Wonderful. We'd like to invite you to our 


offices in Los Angeles for a meeting. Is next week's Saturday afternoon okay?" 


Nikki nodded furiously, suddenly remembering that the man couldn't see him so he forced his voice back into 


action. 

"Yes, that's fine! Thank you so much." 

"One last thing, can | get your names and what each person plays?" 

"Yes, of course. I'm Nikki Sixx, that's two K's, two X's, and l'm the bassist. Then we have Vince Neil, who's the 
singer." He smiled at each friend in turn as he named them. "Mick Mars, the guitarist, and. and Tommy Lee is 


our drummer." He felt his heart swell. Finally, life was starting to fall into place. 


He shifted nervously on Vince's bed, pink zebra pattern comforter rumpled under all of their bottoms. He 
listened as the man jotted down their names and roles, holding his breath. 


"Perfect. Have a great night, boys." 

The man hung up, leaving Nikki with his heart pounding in his throat. 

He put the phone back on the hook, a numbing smile sliding onto his face. 

"We fucking did it" 

"We did?" Vince asked. The blond had been hiding his ears during the whole conversation. 

"We did," Nikki giggled. "We've got a meeting in LA. next Saturday. Who's up for a road trip?" 

Three cries of, ‘Mel, echoed through Vince's room, exploding into relieved laughter as they exchanged hugs. 


"You're gonna be a star, baby, just like | told you." Tommy murmured softly to Nikki, taking his hands in his 


own. 


"We're both gonna be stars." Nikki kissed him softly, eyes sliding shut. Vince stuck his tongue out, making a 
disgusted face. 


"It still looks like Nik's kissin’ our math teacher." 


"Ah, shut up!" The bassist cried, breaking away from Tommy to tackle Vince. A playful wrestling match began 
to take place on the bed, quickly shoving Tommy and Mick to the floor. 


Childish laughter took over the room. Nikki finally pinned Vince in an arm lock, making him tap out a minute 


later. 


"Pussy. You're too easy." Nikki teased, letting Vince go. 


‘Oh, he's easy, alright” Mick snickered from the ground, staring up at the two on the bed. Vince's face turned 
beet red 


"Hal So I've finally gotten my revenge from you making a scene about what Tommy told you." Nikki hopped off 
the bed, sliding into Tommy's lap. 


"Fuckin! Squealer.” Vince growled, rolling his eyes goodheartedly. Nikki groaned under his breath. 


‘C'mere." Mick opened his arms for Vince, smiling softly as the blond begrudgingly crawled off the bed and into 
his lap. 


"| love you." 

They shared a soft kiss. Nikki frowned. 

"Gross. It still looks like Mick's kissin’ a slut" 

"lll kill yal" Vince tried to leap on Nikki again, but Mick held him back, laughing. Tommy's hands sat comfortably 
around Nikki's soft belly, gently holding their bodies against one another. Once Vince settled back down in Mick's 
arms, they stayed like that for a while, relishing in the joy of what had just occurred. Their future was 


opening up before them, and the road was looking smooth and clear. 


"Who wants to get a pizza tonight? On me." Mick offered, yawning. Vince kissed his cheek, leaving a faint pink lip 
stain 


"That sounds great. Thanks, Mick" Tommy grinned, rocking Nikki in his arms. The bassist smiled widely, warm 


and comfy in Tommy's embrace. 

Mick went ahead and ordered a pizza while the others started to head back downstairs, their anxiety over the 
situation finally cured. Nikki and Tommy curled up on the white leather couch in Vince's living room while the 
blond trotted off to go do something without a word. 


Nikki smiled sweetly up at his lover, taking his face in his hands. 


"Remember when you told me that you could never have your dream? And you said, ‘You still have a chance, 


take it. Remember that?" 
"Faintly," Tommy laughed softly. "Why?" 
Nikki rolled his eyes. 


"Look, baby - look at us now. We've come so far.. and we're gonna go way further together. | love you so 


much." The bassist purred, stroking his lover's cheek. Tommy closed his eyes, inhaling deeply. 


"You are so right. | can't believe this is our life now. and | wouldn't change a thing. I'd go back and do it all 
again, over and over.. these past months with you have been the best of my life. | love you so much, and l'm 


so unbelievably grateful that you're mine.” Tommy murmured, gently kissing his boyfriend for just a second. 
"Wow. Best months of your life, eh? You fall in love with your student. | get you kicked out of college and make 
you jobless. Now you're joining a rock 'n roll band that could either save us or put us on the streets. Man, | 
have just done so many good things for you." Nikki replied, voice dripping with sarcasm. He laughed softly, 
resting his forehead against Tommy's. The drummer rolled his eyes, kissing Nikki lovingly once more. 

"You do have one thing going for you, though." Tommy teased, mischievous smile apparent on his lips. 


"And what's that?" Nikki smirked, bumping their noses together gently. 


"My parents sure do like you." 


Thirty-four 


Friday morning. 

Nikki sat up in bed, energetic despite it being five in the morning, excitement pulsing through his veins. He 
glanced over at the dress clothes hanging on his closet door with a smirk. He would be wearing them later for 
dinner. But Today. 


Today was graduation. 


He'd get his robe at the school, and would come home after to change for dinner later with Tommy. And the. 


surprise. 


Nikki had been wracking his brain to come up with any reasonable thing that could be his surprise. He had 


come up empty. 


But that didn't matter. Not now. He hopped out of bed, quickly exchanging his boxers and redressing in his new 
attire. 


He was brushing his teeth when his mother's voice floated up the stairs to him. 
"Honey? Come down!" 


"Just a minute!" Nikki called back around his toothbrush, spitting out the bubbles and quickly applying his 


makeup. He trotted downstairs a few minutes later, heading into the kitchen where his mother was waiting. 
"Hey, sweetie. Congratulations," Nikki's mother pulled him in for a tight hug, kissing his forehead. "You look so 
wonderful, Nik. are you going out with Tommy tonight? We were going to go out for dinner as a family if you 


aren't." 


"| was, actually. he says he's been saving up treat us to dinner and some surprise that he won't even give me 


a hint about” Nikki laughed softly, thinking about his boyfriend. 


"That's fine, we can go out tomorrow," She smiled sweetly. "Surprise, huh? Does this surprise include his 


bedroom?" 
Nikki groaned, rolling his eyes. 


"We do more than have sex, Mom. but | don't know. | think he's taking me somewhere. He promised that I'd like 
it” The bassist shrugged, rocking back on his heels. He glanced at the clock nervously. 


"You'd better go. Just remember that | love you and | am so proud of you. We'll see you at the school later.” 


She kissed his cheek before he trotted out to grab his bag and leave. 


Nikki scampered to the school, terrified of being late. His old combat boots didn't quite match the outfit, but it 


wasn't like he really cared anyway. No one should see his feet while he had his gown on 


He found the senior class in the cafeteria, milling around between each other. He spotted Mick and Vince 


standing in one of the corners. 

"Hey." Nikki grinned, walking up to them. 

"Hey, man - ready for today?" Mick smiled, sky blue eyes brimming with excitement. 

"Hell yeah. l'm so ready to get the fuck out of this hellhole." The bassist smirked. 

| asked them to put my name in pink font. | hope they did" Vince laughed, leaning against the wall. His blond 
locks were gently curled, a red mark on his neck marking where he had burned himself with the curling iron 


Fantastic work, blondie. 


Out of the corner of Nikki's eye, he could see a few teachers passing out tall bags with graduation gowns in 
them. A short man who could barely keep the bags from scraping the ground hobbled up to them. 


"Vincent Wharton, Bob Deal, Frank Feranna." 


"Aren't those old names just great?" Nikki joked as they grabbed each bag that belonged to them, the man 
giving him a strange look as he trotted off. 


"Yes!" Vince giggled, his bag unzipped just down enough so he could see his name spelt in fancy pink cursive. 


Mick laughed, kissing his cheek 


Nikki opened his bag, staring in surprise down at the gown. Although his name tag said his birth name, the 


name ‘Nikki was printed clearly on his gown's left breast. 

"Wow." He whispered, running his hand over it. 

"They put Mick on mine, too." The guitarist smiled widely. 

"Do we put them on now?" Nikki asked, not to anyone in particular. 

| assume so." Vince murmured, brown eyes fixed on other students sliding on their gowns and caps. 


"This is wild” Nikki laughed, taking his own and slipping one arm into the large sleeve. He pulled it on the rest of 
the way, gazing at the cap sitting in the bottom of the bag. 


"How the fuck am | supposed to get that on?" He asked, laughing. Mick scooped it up and balanced it on top of 
his giant head of hair. 


"Perfect." his friend grinned cheekily. Nikki squinted. 


"Isn't it just beautiful?" Vince twirled in his gown, his pink name shining in contrast. Mick grabbed his hand, 


dancing and spinning him around like a princess at a ball. 
"You two are so fucking cute." Nikki laughed, folding his arms over his chest. 


"Your handsome prince will be here soon, too." Vince laughed as Mick dipped him. Nikki's heart warmed at the 
thought. 


"Class! Line up, last name alphabetical order!" A man called, and suddenly the entire senior class was hurrying 


into single file. Nikki couldn't believe it was happening so soon. 


Within moments they were marched to the backstage portion of the auditorium. An excited buzz sounded from 


inside while a deafening, anxious silence fell over the teenagers. 
The names began to be called. 


Tommy was seated comfortably in between Nikki's parents. He had told them that he didn't want to split them 
up, but they had insisted. It was almost as if they were protecting him from the school officials. 


At first, the burning stares of the teachers made him feel self-conscious and afraid. But he remembered 


quickly why he came. His friends wanted his support. and his Nikki. He held his chin high all the way to his seat. 


Tommy nearly zoned out after Mick went, staring into space until the F's started. He felt Nikki's mother 


squeeze his knee when Nikki's name was called. 
Nikki Feranna, yeah, but still Nikki. That was good enough for him. He hoped it made Nikki happy. 


Tommy watched with a swelling heart as his boyfriend trotted on stage, long, black gown just barely grazing 
the ground below him. His rugged boots poked out from under the gown, almost making Tommy laugh. He was 


so cute. 


Nikki took his diploma with a broad smile, going along the line and shaking each of his teacher's hands. Tommy 
didn't know why, but he felt his eyes welling up. He forced himself to keep his mouth shut like the rest of the 
crowd when Nikki trotted down the stage stairs, smiling so widely it hurt. His boyfriend scooted past quickly, 
blowing a kiss to Tommy as he passed their row. Tommy prayed that Nikki wouldn't trip on his gown. 


lm so proud of him." Tommy whispered, not specifically to anyone. Nikki's mother smiled sweetly over at him, 


wiping her tears, grabbing a hold of his hand and squeezing it gently. 


I'm so proud of both of you." 


Tommy's heart swelled again. 


Thirty-five 


Vince was one of the last people to go, being late in the alphabet. Once every senior had graduated, they were 
called back up to the stage, where they tossed their caps. Cheerful cries filled the auditorium. Some kids 
rushed off stage to leap on friends and family. 


Tommy stood, watching with an open heart as Nikki hopped off the stage, hiking his gown up to his waist, 
exposing his unprofessional tight jeans and combat boots as he dashed up the aisle. Tommy quickly slid past 
the other people in his row, making it into the aisle just in time for Nikki to leap mercilessly on him. Tommy 
laughed, feeling Nikki bury his nose in his neck as he hugged him tightly. The drummer let his tears flow 
freely, kissing the top of Nikki's head. The smaller boy leaned back a little, staring lovingly into Tommy's eyes 
before pressing their lips together. Their eyes slid closed as they held each other, breaking their lips apart a 
moment later. Tommy kissed Nikki's temple gently, holding his boyfriend snugly against him. Tommy realized he 
didn't care anymore what the officials thought. They couldn't ever touch them now. 


‘lam so proud of you." He whispered, eyes dampening with joyful tears once more. Nikki kissed him softly, 


laughing weakly, chest heaving from his run 

"| love you so much." The smaller boy murmured against Tommy's lips, giggling. 

‘| love you, too." Tommy smiled, running his fingers through Nikki's hair with a caring touch. 
"Thank you." Nikki smiled as Tommy began to sway them gently. 

"For what?" The drummer furrowed his brows, puzzled. 


| don't think | wouldve graduated if it wasn't for you. One way or another." Nikki laughed, caressing his lover's 
cheek with his fingertips. 


"Oh, hush. I'm glad at least one of us graduated" Tommy snickered, hands secure around Nikki's waist. Happy 
noises surrounded them, inside and out. 


"Nik? 


Nikki had nearly forgotten that his parents were here, too. He laughed, breaking free of Tommy's grip to hug 
and kiss them. 


Tommy watched, smiling broadly. 


"Ready to go to the afterparty in the gym?" Nikki giggled, taking Tommy's hand in his and starting to lead them 


out. Nikki's parents went off to talk to some teachers. 


"Wait, wait. babe, let's wait for Mick and Vince." Tommy laughed at Nikki's enthusiasm, gently tugging him back 
to him. Nikki bounced in happy circles around him, leaping cheerfully on his two friends once they came up the 
aisle to them. 


Mick laughed, gently pushing Nikki off him and onto Vince. The blonde accepted the hug gratefully, smiling. 

| can't believe we made it" Vince laughed, letting Nikki go so he could scoot over to Tommy and grab his hand. 
"Me neither. but | totally can believe that we'll miss out on the cake if we don't hurry.” Nikki snickered, leading 
the way out of the auditorium. Tommy followed, laughing softly, Mick and Vince trotting hand-in-hand behind 
them. 

"Remember about dinner later, don't fill up on cake." Tommy murmured softly, laughing as he gently pushed his 
boyfriend forward by the small of his back. Nikki giggled, letting go of Tommy to follow his friends over to the 
food table. 

Tommy smiled softly, leaning against the wall and gazing around the room. There were a few large groups of 
kids across the huge cafeteria, cliques, no doubt. Nikki, Vince, and Mick looked like a trio of giant fluffy 
puffballs, thanks to their hair. There were a few girls following Vince around, but they left as soon as he 
leaned in and kissed Mick without noticing that they were even there. It made Tommy laugh. 

Suddenly, there was someone beside him, resting a hand on his shoulder. 


"Mrs. Sullivan." Tommy turned, greeting her and smiling sweetly. "How are you?" 


The middle-aged blonde lady smiled back, taking a sip of her strong-smelling coffee. Her red lipstick stained the 


foam cup. 

‘Ive been okay. It's good to be back in the school, even though | won't be teaching again until next year. Its 
wonderful to see my students graduating, even the ones who were having trouble, like Nikki. |. This isn't a good 
time, but | heard about what happened." She murmured uncomfortably, frowning. 

Tommy held back a heavy sigh, forcing the smile to stay on his face, at least half of it. 


"Uh. yeah. |. | don't know what you want me to say but-" 


"Mrs. Sullivan!" An excited cry sounded from just behind them. Nikki darted up to the two adults, plate full of 


sickly-sweet smelling vanilla cake in his hand. 


"Hold this, babe?" The smaller boy grinned, handing Tommy his plate. Once the drummer took it, Nikki leapt upon 
his old teacher, hugging her tightly. 


"Is wonderful to see you, Nikki," Mrs. Sullivan smiled, hugging him tightly for a moment. She let him go and 


stared into his eyes for a few seconds. "How are your plans for college coming?" 
Nikki laughed awkwardly. 
“They're non-existent, actually. me and Tommy are in a band, and we've got a record deal now." 


‘Oh, so that's the direction you're going now?" She murmured pointedly at Tommy. He almost felt attacked. 
"Well, best of luck to you both, with everything you. do." 


Nikki frowned, sensing the conversation's incoming death. 


"You really don't have to be so awkward over the fact that we're together." Nikki blurted out, addressing the 
elephant in the room and grabbing Tommy's hand. 


Tommy was still holding Nikki's cake, and the smell was starting to waft up to him. Oh no, now he wanted cake, 


too. 

"l. Im happy for you." She forced out. Nikki wasn't satisfied with this. 

"Tommy helped me pass math, y'know. If it wasn't for him, | easily would've failed." 

"| didn't do that much." Tommy mumbled, staring down at his feet. He hated awkward encounters. 


“Didn't do much‘. What a lie. This guy stayed after school nearly every day and walked me through everything 
we did. He was amazing.” Nikki couldn't tell if he was arguing with Tommy or trying to impress Mrs. Sullivan. 


"That sounds wonderful. it just seems terrible that you won't be following through with your career." The 


math teacher murmured, taking another sip of her coffee. 

"Eh, its not a huge deal to me, honestly. Now I've got a lovely boyfriend, a future set up with my real dream, 
and a life about to start. actually, I'm happier with how things turned out.” Tommy murmured, realizing that 
he was, indeed, happy. Suddenly it felt like he was floating. 

"You can't help who you fall in love with." Nikki whispered, so quietly that he could barely hear it himself. 


Mrs. Sullivan smiled softly, squeezing Nikki's shoulder. 


"Ive got to be going, lots of students to go see and congratulate. Have a good night, boys." And with that, she 


was gone. 


Tommy handed the cake plate back to Nikki. 


Thirty-Six 


Nikki and Tommy bid goodbye to Vince, Mick, and Nikki's parents early, driving back to Nikki's home so he could 


change before dinner. 


Tommy laid back on Nikki's bed, watching him strip down. It was about four in the afternoon, Tommy had made 
an early-ish reservation so they could miss the dinner rush and still make it to the surprise after. 


Nikki quickly changed into dress pants and a plaid blue button-up, tossing his other clothes into the laundry pile 
near the door. He was grateful his shirt had short sleeves - it was too fucking hot for anything long. And 
besides, the cuffs looked cute. 

"You're beautiful" Tommy murmured, watching from the bed as Nikki bent over his dresser mirror and fluffed 
his hair. The bassist wiggled his rump in reply, grabbing his eyeliner off his dresser and reapplying it. Tommy 
growled under his breath, getting up and standing behind his boyfriend. 

Tommy's hands landed on Nikki's hips, gently grinding his crotch against Nikki's little teasing butt. Nikki moaned 
mockingly, rolling on a layer of pink lipstick. Tommy chuckled, gently moving Nikki's hair out of the way as his 
boyfriend dabbed on a light pink blush. 

"You're really going all out tonight, aren't ya?" Tommy smiled softly, still hovering over Nikki's body. 

"Yep," Nikki popped his lips. "| wanna look pretty for my hot date." 


"You always look pretty.” Tommy murmured softly, kissing the back of Nikki's neck. Nikki shuddered under the 
light touch. 


"You're always beautiful, makeup or no makeup. No matter what you look like, there is not a single person 


who's ever walked this earth that can match your beauty." 


"Jeez, Tom - that sure is gay." Nikki joked, turning around and kissing him fully. Tommy licked his lips after, 
fading the pink that had rubbed into them. 


"That was pretty gay, too, Nik - y'know what else is gay?" 
"What?" Nikki reapplied his lipstick with intent not to ruin it this time. 


"The fact that I'm in love with you. But that's okay. Gay is yay." Tommy laughed. Nikki chuckled, putting his 


makeup away. 


"Ready to go, Salami?" 


"You aren't ever letting that go now, eh? Squealer." 

Nikki gasped mockingly, the gleam in his emerald eyes bright and playful. 

"Not you, too!" 

Tommy snickered, gently taking Nikki's hand in his own and leading him out to the car. Nikki laughed when 
Tommy rushed to open the door for him, trying his best to be a gentleman. Nikki grabbed him by the collar of 
his shirt and leaned him forward, softly kissing his boyfriend over the opened car door. Tommy gently broke it 


off, murmuring a soft, ‘I love you’, before hopping into his side of the car. 


"So. where's this restaurant anyway?" Nikki asked, gazing out the window as Tommy began to drive through 
town. 


"Well, it's on the edge of town. its pretty new. | think it's called Genesis." Tommy answered softly, taking a turn 


onto a street Nikki was unfamiliar with. 


"I think | saw it in the paper when it opened" Nikki murmured, mostly to himself. Excitement tickled his 
fingertips, and suddenly he was smiling dumbly again 


"Hey, Tommy?" 
"Mm, yes, angel?" 
Nikki giggled. 


"Thank you for this. All this shit. Even coming to the school you got kicked out of, because of me, for me. 
Thank you so much." The bassist gushed, laughing softly. Tommy smiled, shrugging. 


"| would have to be dead to miss my baby's graduation" Tommy reached over and booped Nikki's nose before 
focusing back on the road. 


There were a few minutes of silence while Tommy drove until Nikki spoke again 
"You up for some kinky sex later?" 


"Jesus, Nik," Tommy burst out laughing, wishing he could bash his head on the wheel. "Is sex the only thing you 
think about?" 


"Mostly." Nikki shrugged. Tommy rolled his eyes, chuckling. 


"What! | can't help it. You're hot as hell" 


"We're here." Tommy pulled into a parking lot, not bothering to reply to Nikki's wish. The smaller boy's focus 
immediately shifted to the restaurant, taking in as much about the tall brick walls and neon green sign on top 


as he could. 


Once again, Tommy took advantage of how adorable and distracted Nikki was and got the door for him. They 
walked inside hand-in-hand, Nikki's excited smile lighting the way. 


Once inside, it was clear that the restaurant was fancy. There were large paintings adorning the rose-colored 
walls to every side, dark hickory wood under their feet. Nikki could see a large, shining chandelier hanging from 
the ceiling through the doorway. Tommy was glad they had dressed up a little. He led Nikki up to the podium, 
smiling. 


"Lee, reservation for two?" 


"We've got you right here. Please follow her to your table." The lady up front motioned to another girl, 
standing by a doorway. 


"Thank you." Tommy replied professionally, gently taking Nikki's hand and following the girl to a small booth in 
the corner of the building. It was cozy and warm. Nikki slipped into one side while Tommy took the other. The 


girl left two menus on the table and two bundles of silverware, wrapped in pretty green napkins. 


"Wow, this is really nice. Thank you so much." Nikki murmured, reaching over the table to squeeze Tommy's 


hand. 


‘Its no problem, love. what are you gonna get?" Tommy smiled sweetly, glancing down at his opened menu. Nikki 


shrugged, gazing down at his own. 
After a few minutes, Tommy had chosen the roasted chicken dinner, and Nikki the chicken parm. 


Their time in the restaurant went by swiftly, to say the least. Nikki ate quickly, veins prickling with excitement 
over the surprise later. Tommy spent nearly all his time watching Nikki with fond eyes. 


"How's your food?" Tommy asked softly, taking another bite of his chicken. Nikki swallowed and nodded. 
"So damn good. What about yours?" 


Its great. I'm so glad | could take out tonight, finally giving you something better than pizza or Chinese 
takeout." Tommy laughed, rolling his eyes. Nikki giggled. 


"Baby, | don't care what we do or what we get. As long as I'm with you, its perfect every time." 


Tommy felt the blush rising to his cheeks, which was a first. Normally it was Nikki who ended up left 


speechless. 


"I love you." Tommy spat out, realizing that it was the only sentence that would fit the situation. Nikki smiled, 
blushing. 


"| love you, too." 


They finished their food, exchanging soft smiles. The bill came and Tommy was glad to see that he had saved 
up more than enough. They'd have to do this more often. He thought about making a change jar labeled, ‘For 
Nikki (And Various Activities Concerning Nikki). 


Tommy paid and led Nikki out, never letting go of his hand. The smaller boy was nearly skipping outside, letting 
go of Tommy to twirl excitedly to the car. 


"You ready for the surprise?" Tommy laughed, hopping in the car and unlocking Nikki's door. The bassist slipped 


inside. 


"Hell yes. This has been eating at me every since you told me about it. I'm so fuckin’ excited." Nikki grinned, 


sharing a soft kiss with his boyfriend before Tommy put the car into gear. 


"You're gonna love this." Tommy murmured, pulling out and driving down the road. 


Thirty-Seven 


Nikki stared out the window, eyes shifting from each place they passed, wondering which one could be the big 


surprise. 


"Close your eyes, we're getting close." Tommy murmured a few minutes later, smiling broadly. Nikki did as he 
was told, placing his head against the headrest. 


A minute later, he felt the car turning and slowing down until it stopped abruptly. 


"Turn to your left. You can look now." Tommy bit his lip, jittery in his seat. Nikki breathed deeply, opening his 
eyes. 


"Since when have we had an aquarium in town?" 

Tommy burst out laughing, pulling Nikki in for a kiss. 

‘| assume it's new. I've never seen it before either.” 

Nikki's eyes grew wide. 

"Holy shit, | wanna see the eels! Do they have eels? Eels are so fucking cool-" 
"Okay, good. You're excited," Tommy cut him off, laughing. "Let's go in, yeah?" 


"Yeah, yeah!" Nikki was bouncing in his seat like a little kid. Tommy laughed, kissing him one more time before 


they both got out. Tommy locked the car, and they walked up to the entrance together. 


The drummer bought two tickets at the front desk, smiling softly over at his boyfriend, who was gazing at all 
the pretty fish murals surrounding the small lobby. He gently nudged Nikki, handing him his ticket. A man with 
a bright smile hole-punched their tickets and they entered into a tall hallway with tanks on either side of 
them. Nikki was immediately fascinated with some purple and blue fish to his left, none more than two inches 
long, swimming in a crowd along the huge tank He got so close that Tommy had to gently pull him back by his 


shirt to make sure his nose didn't leave smudge marks on the pristine clean glass. 


"Look at ‘em go, Tom. they're so pretty." Nikki gasped, spotting what looked to be a clown fish in the tank on 
the other side of the hallway. Tommy laughed, walking after Nikki as he trotted along, following the fish 
swimming down the tank. Tommy's eyes caught onto a bright yellow fish, long and skinny. He chuckled, tapping 
Nikki's shoulder. 


"That one reminds me of my dick." 


Nikki tried his hardest not to laugh, but he did, unable to take his eyes off the squirming yellow fish again 
"Goddammit:" 
Tommy snickered. 


"Look up, baby." The drummer had only just noticed the tank above them now, placing a hand on his boyfriend's 
shoulder. Nikki gasped, eyes trailing up and landing on the bright, gleaming school of fish above them that 
matched the color of his verdant gaze. 


"Woah." 


While Nikki gazed upwards, Tommy's eyes stayed locked on his precious boyfriend. The way his jaw slacked as 
his eyes focused up high, Tommy couldn't help but reach out and caress his face. 


Nikki turned to him, nuzzling into his hand. 


"You're beautiful" Tommy murmured, gently pulling him in for a kiss. Nikki closed his eyes, moving closer so 


their chests were pressed together. 


The sound of the water surrounding them was the only noise besides their breathing as Tommy gently pulled 
away, eyes still closed. Nikki laughed breathily against his lips, twirling some of Tommy's curls around his 
finger. 


"Wanna go to the next room?" Nikki murmured, giggling and grabbing Tommy's hands. The drummer laughed, 


allowing Nikki to joyfully lead him around the corner. 


"Look at tem!" Nikki cried, excitedly trotting over to a tank containing what looked like a bunch of rocks and 


nothing more. When Tommy got closer, he realized that some of the rocks were moving, and curling. Rolling. 
"Eels," The drummer laughed, placing a hand on Nikki's lower back. “They're pretty." 


"Don't say they remind you of your dick." Nikki snickered, walking along the tank, the wonders inside reflecting in 
his eyes. Tommy swore he could feel his heart stop every time Nikki turned to look at him, the dim lighting of 
the aquarium making his eyes and the curves of his silhouette glow. Tommy bit his lip, following the angel-on- 

earth through the rest of the aquarium. 


Nikki bounced excitedly around him, grabbing him by the hands and showing him every little plaque with the 
fish species. Nikki even found two little fish that always stayed right by each other's sides and named them 
Nik and Tom. 


"Are you having fun?" Tommy murmured, coming up behind Nikki and gently grabbing him around the waist. 


Nikki leaned back into his arms, feeling peaceful and safe with his lover. 


"Lots. l'm so glad you didn't cave and tell me what the surprise was." Nikki laughed, wide eyes following a little 
blue fish darting around in front of them. Tommy kissed his cheek. 


I'm glad. The exit is just up ahead, so we'll have to come back some time." Tommy noted, yawning slightly. 


"Yes, I'd love to." Nikki turned around in Tommy's arms, grinning. He sighed blissfully, gazing into his boyfriend's 
deep chocolatey eyes. 


"Can you believe how far we've come?" 

"What?" Tommy whispered, furrowing his brows. Nikki laughed breathily, closing his eyes. 
‘Just. everything. In maybe eight months or so.. look how far we've come." 

Tommy closed his eyes, taking it all in for a moment. 


"Happy graduation day." The drummer whispered after a minute, feeling his eyes well up, but he wasn't sure 


why. 


"Tomorrow is the first day of the rest of our lives," Nikki murmured, resting his forehead against Tommy's. 
"And one week from now, we'll be sitting in an office in LA. getting ready to record an album." 


‘It doesn't feel real" Tommy paused, laughing. Nikki chuckled, pressing a soft kiss to Tommy's neck. 

| understand" 

Their peaceful moment lasted for another few seconds before they broke apart, gently holding hands again as 
they walked out, back into the lobby. Dusk was falling, and Tommy realized they had spent nearly two hours 
gazing at the mesmerizing fish. 

With a yawn, Nikki lightly tugged him out the front door, walking to the car. Tommy laughed. 


"What?" The bassist looked back, cocking his head. 


"I just find it funny. I've finally exhausted you." Tommy half-smiled, unlocking the car and hopping in. Nikki did 


the same, settling down in his seat. 

"Oh, no you haven't. I'm not tired yet-" Nikki was cut off by his own yawn. Tommy smirked, leaning over and 
kissing him lovingly. The drummer's lithe fingers danced through Nikki's fluffy hair, watching as his boyfriend 
struggled to hold back another yawn. 


"Take a nap on the way home, kitten" Tommy kissed his cheek before letting go and starting the car. The soft 


hum of the engine, the gentle heat blowing from the vents, and the oranges and pinks painted delicately into 
the sky as the sun set lulled Nikki to sleep in the seat. 


While at a red light, Tommy gazed over at his lover, checking up on him. The image of Nikki asleep next to him 
nearly took his breath away. He wasn't sure why - he slept next to Nikki nearly every night. There was just 
something about him that drove Tommy wild Whether it be his messy head of hair, or the way he quietly 
snored, or- oh, the light changed. 


Tommy continued the drive home, avoiding any potholes so not to wake the sleeping baby beside him. He pulled 
up to his apartment building, taking his key out of the car and slipping it into his pocket. 


He yawned, getting out and walking around to the other side to get Nikki. The bassist had actually woken up, 
and for once Tommy didn't have to carry him to bed. He got out and stretched, sleepily following Tommy into 
the building and all the way upstairs to his apartment, closing the door behind them and wandering into the 


bedroom. 


Tommy stripped down to his boxers, flicking off the lights and quickly making his bed while Nikki did the same. 


The smaller boy leapt onto Tommy as soon as he laid down, snuggling into his side. 
"Thank you for everything today, and tonight. it was lovely." Nikki murmured, planting a kiss on Tommy's cheek 
The drummer laughed softly, turning and pressing their lips together for just a second. He tugged the 


comforter up over their mostly-naked bodies. 


"That's quite alright, babe. I'm glad you had a great time. We'll have to go out like this more often," Tommy 


yawned. "Love you." 
"Love you, too, T-Bone. G'night." 


"Goodnight, Nik-nok." 


Thirty-Eight 


Author's Notes: 
the smut scene rip 


Tommy awoke to the sound of guitar. 


He yawned, sitting up in bed to find Nikki sitting cross legged next to him, playing an unfamiliar song on his 


guitar. 


"Did you go home and get that?" Tommy laughed, shaking his head. Nikki nodded proudly. Tommy glanced at the 
clock on the wall. Eight am. 


Tommy's attention went back to Nikki as he sucked in a deep breath, softly beginning to sing. 
"Without you, there's no change. Nights and days are gray." 


Tommy smiled softly, realizing this was the ‘Without You' song that Nikki had brought up a while ago. He sat 


back, listening to his lover's angelic voice float through their bedroom. 

"If | reached out and touched the rain, it just wouldn't be the same." 

Nikki strummed his guitar, keeping his eyes mostly low while he sang. He was shy when it came to singing lead 
- there was a reason Vince was the frontman. Vince could lead the band onstage for all he cared. Nikki was in 
charge everywhere else. 

"Without you, I'd be lost. I'd slip down from the top, I'd slide down so long, Tom, you'd never, never know." 

Nikki made his way through the whole song, finishing with a soft smile. His eyes connected with his boyfriend's. 
"You're the reason l'm alive." 

Tommy's bottom lip shivered, smiling and trying his best not to cry. 

"Its. its so beautiful. | love it" 

‘lm glad." Nikki removed the guitar from his body, placing it on the floor. He crawled over to Tommy, getting 
on top of him and pushing his head back down onto the pillow. His bedhead curls spread out behind him as Nikki 


bent over and connected their lips, letting their mouths mesh into one entity. Tommy's tongue tangled with his 


own, fighting for dominance that was quickly given over to the drummer. It became obvious to Tommy what 


Nikki wanted. Nikki had planned this, but he was okay with that. 


Tommy's hands landed on Nikki's hips, barely covered by a pair of tiny basketball shorts that he had probably 
gotten from his house when he went to get his guitar. Tommy almost wanted to ask when the hell he had 
woken up to make the walk all the way home and back, but he swiftly realized it didn't matter once Nikki's hips 


ground against his own, forcing a groan out of him. 


Tommy rolled them, pinning Nikki's shoulders to the bed and leaning back down again to ravage Nikki's body with 
his lips. The bassist moaned roughly, gasping and tossing his head back, exposing more of his neck for Tommy 


to claim. 


The taller man nipped and licked over each bruise he made, feeding off Nikki's cries. His lover whimpered weakly 
in his ear, driving blood straight south for Tommy. 


Nikki spread his thighs, allowing Tommy to get closer. He reached between them, stroking the tent in Tommy's 
boxers, earning a hiss from the drummer. 


"Kitten" Tommy growled, licking a stripe up Nikki's neck. The bassist purred in appreciation, wrapping his thighs 


around Tommy's hips and grinding their erections together. 


"Take ‘em off" Nikki murmured, shimmying away from Tommy's grip to tear off his shorts. He was naked 


underneath, exposing his swollen member. Tommy did the same, pumping himself a few times, panting. 


Nikki sat up, kneeling next to his lover before pushing him onto his back. The pillows puffed under his weight. 
Tommy bit his lip, watching as Nikki spat on his hand and started to pump his cock 


They exchanged a loving kiss while Nikki reached his hand back, gasping as he inserted a finger inside himself, 


leaving Tommy untouched again. The drummer growled, wishing he could watch. 


Nikki stretched himself on Tommy's lap, cocks rubbing together when his hips involuntarily bucked, granting 


Tommy pleasure only every few seconds. It was teasing torture. 


"Shit." Nikki whispered, wiggling his hips as he fucked himself on his own fingers. Tommy was panting, squeezing 
his lover's soft thighs, getting off on the sight. 


Nikki removed his fingers, gasping for breath and staring down at his boyfriend. Tommy could barely handle 
the intensity of Nikki's lust-filled glare, instead choosing to focus on reaching around and squeezing his lover's 


Oss. 


Nikki shifted his hips above Tommy's, pushing the tip of his boyfriend inside of him without a second thought. 
He sucked his lower lip into his mouth, gasping as Tommy began to thrust into him at a steady pace, forcing 


himself deeper every time. 


Nikki moaned as Tommy's hands began to wander his body, tracing his curves and squeezing his thicker parts. 
From his spot laying on the bed, Tommy could just barely reach Nikki's face, so when his lover leaned down to 
move his hips faster Tommy tugged him the rest of the way for a sloppy kiss. Nikki moaned into Tommy's 
mouth, burying his face in the drummer's neck. The warmth of Nikki's breath was driving Tommy crazy. 


"So fucking tight, Nik - aw, fuck." Tommy whimpered, the sensation of Nikki's cool tongue on his neck making 
his body shudder. Their giant heads of hair almost tangled together, seemingly bound by sweat and knots. 


Nikki barely had the energy to talk like he usually did, but his heavy pants and high-pitched moans in Tommy's 
ear were driving his lover to the edge enough. When Nikki sat up straight on Tommy's lap, body creasing in all 
the right places, Tommy knew he was getting close. 


Nikki tossed his head about, eventually letting it hang along his chest as he put all his might into riding Tommy. 
The drummer forced himself to keep the steady pace up, pushing himself closer and closer to the edge before 
he would eventually topple over. 


Nikki's hands were planted on his boyfriend's chest, propelling him as his orgasm edged nearer. 


"Oh, g-god, Tommy!" Nikki screamed, erupting onto the drummer's chest, leaving him white and sticky. Tommy 
grunted, throwing his head back against the pillow as he spilled his load into Nikki just after. The bassist 


whimpered, collapsing beside Tommy a moment after. 


"Fuck." The drummer sighed contently, gazing over at his exhausted boyfriend. Nikki's usually bright and 
energetic green eyes were shut tightly as he gasped for air, his bruised and loved-upon chest heaving. Tommy 
gently moved Nikki closer to him, nuzzling into his lover's pale neck. His lips dragged along the vulnerable flesh 
of Nikki's shoulder, suckling hickeys in the shape of hearts along Nikki's pectoral and collarbone. The bassist 
whimpered, eyes finally opening to gaze upon the giant, dark heart on his chest that his lover had left, just 


over his real heart. Tommy licked over it, soothing the bruised skin. 


‘| love you." Nikki kissed his lover's cheek, fingers tangling into his hair as he pulled their foreheads against 


each other. 


ove you, Too.’ lommy murmured, and Their eyes closed. 
"| love you, too" Tommy d, and their eyes closed 


Thirty-Nine 
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i hope y'all enjoyedll 


"This song is dedicated to a special someone. This song has been around since 198l, and has always been for one 
certain person, and only one. Some of you are aware of my longtime relationship. but, whether you are or not; 


this song is called Without You, originally titled: Tommy's Song." 


Nikki's chest finally stopped heaving. 
Tommy smirked, brushing his long curls out of his face. 


Nikki's hair was still huge and black - he had re-dyed it in the bathtub last week. His shoulders and ears were 
still lightly stained black. Tommy, however, had let his hair go back to its natural dark brown, 


1989. 
Their hotel room stunk of sex. 


Tommy gazed upon his lover's peaceful form, his golden body tanned and toned. Tattoos of swirls and flames 
and cards adorned his right arm, dancing onto his chest. Gone was the wild makeup and intense costumes of 
the early 80's - it was time to break free from the glam scene and leave it to the newer bands. Gone were 
the warrior stripes under Nikki's eyes, and gone were the double stripes on Tommy's cheekbone that totally 
hadn't been stolen from their original drummer. Gone was the torn lace and fishnets, eyeshadow and glitter. 


Tommy yawned. 


Nikki rolled over beside him, sober green eyes connecting with his own. Love bites adorned his naked body, 


from his jawline to his calves. Tommy smiled at his work. 


Nikki had grown up. If Tommy thought he'd known anything about beauty in 1980, he had no clue of the chiseled 
god that would arise out of age. Innocent schoolboy be damned, Nikki had gone from cute and pretty to 
downright handsome, so gorgeous that he could be the devil himself, collecting more groupies than the others 
combined on most nights. It wasn't like he did anything with them, though. He always ended up in bed with his 


longtime lover. 


His heart-shaped lips were slightly parted, exposing the brilliance of his teeth. He rarely covered his eyes with 


his hair anymore, meaning Tommy could always gaze into his emerald orbs without moving his bangs. His skin 
was taut over bulging biceps, strong thighs and abs that time and being clean from drugs had brought upon. 
Tommy still kicked himself for ever allowing Nikki (or himself, for that matter) to sink so low in addiction. He 
had gotten too close to losing him too many times. Nikki always knew that he would be dead if it wasn't for 
Tommy putting his foot down. Better late than never. 


Tommy enjoyed Nikki's growing self confidence, especially now that Nikki would go onstage shirtless. Personally, 
he opted for a thong. 


And nothing else. 


But this was Mötley Crüe, and Mötley Crüe never did things halfway. The baddest boys on the block, as they 
were called Tommy never really saw them as that. Just a couple of boys with a dream, and a couple mistakes 


made while getting to that dream. 


Motley was on tour, supporting their latest album, Dr. Feelgood. December would be rolling onto their calendars 
next week, and they found themselves in the warmth of Texas. There was something special about this album, 
though - besides being their first album truly sober. After eight years, Without You had finally found a home, 
on side A of their fifth studio effort. The song was Nikki's baby, about Nikki's baby, and of course, he still 
sang it to Tommy all the time. 


Nikki gazed at his lover, who was staring into what looked like space. He chuckled to himself, propping his head 
up on one arm. Tommy's hair was longer now, twisting and curling along his shoulders in the same way Nikki 
was wrapped around his finger. He had a new nose ring, which was gleaming in the dim light of the hotel room. 
This one they hadn't trashed, thanks to their sobriety. Over the time, they'd started to realize that there 
were better ways to have fun than destroying their beds and then sleeping on the floor. Now they just 
destroyed the sheets. together. 


Nikki reached out and ran his hand up Tommy's chest, watching his lover snap back into action, gazing down at 
him with unrestrained emotion. Nikki felt his heart swell. 


"Hi." Nikki whispered, voice nearly breaking as he shifted closer. Tommy wrapped his arm around his lover's 
waist, tugging him forward. 


"Hey." Tommy smiled softly, feeling Nikki duck under his chin and snuggle close. There was a softness about his 
skin on Tommy's that took his breath away, almost like Nikki's tattoos were melting onto his skin. The 
drummer's brain suddenly shifted to an old memory that had happened many times, when he and Nikki would 
get high and lay together and just. talk Neither of them remembered anything said after they came down, but 
Tommy was sure he had professed his love for Nikki in a more beautiful way than he could now, whether it 


was only beautiful because they were high or not. 


It almost felt like that now, minus the drugs. Nikki's breathing was steady but soft against his throat, the 
fluttering of his eyelashes lightly tickling his skin. Tommy forced his breathing to stay even, although he wasn't 


sure why it was starting to become labored in the first place. 

"Tommy." Nikki's voice was raspy. 

"Mm?" 

"Your brain is so loud. It's keeping me awake." 

Tommy laughed softly, running his fingers through Nikki's hair. 

"I can't help it. baby. |. There's so much | want to say but | can't think of any words." 

"Just pretend you're high. Everything works better when you're high, so. pretend" Nikki mumbled, sitting up, 
bright eyes gazing into his lover's. Tommy sat up as well, taking Nikki's hand in his own. He stared into Nikki's 
eyes for a few moments, seeing the galaxy and more dancing in his irises. He found himself mesmerized and 
lost in Nikki's eyes, just like the first time. 

"I wish | could buy you the universe.” 


"What?" 


"| don't know," Tommy laughed, puzzled. "I don't know where that came from. I've probably done a lot better 


than that when | was actually high." 

Nikki's dumb smile was enough reply for him. Tommy leaned in and kissed him softly, hands landing on his waist 
and cheek Nikki slid his eyes shut, deepening the kiss. After a few seconds, Tommy broke away, gently 
interlocking their fingers in their laps. Nikki gazed down at their hands, breathing deeply. 


"Remember when | said | wanted to get matching tattoos?" The bassist murmured, eyes still locked on their 


hands. 
"Yeah" Tommy breathed, gazing down at their fingers, too. 

"Why haven't we done that yet?" 

"| don't know," Tommy answered honestly. "What do you want to get?" 


| want ‘without on my thumb. And | want ‘you' on your thumb. so when we hold hands, they're right next to 


each other." Nikki whispered. Both men found themselves unable to tear their eyes away from their hands. 
"| like that." Tommy murmured softly. 


"| like you." Nikki's voice was breaking. 


"| like you, more." Tommy was forcing his voice to work, emotion choking him like a pair of hands. 
"Kiss me?" Nikki asked softly, finally ripping his eyes away and back up to Tommy's. 


Tommy looked up and did just that. 
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